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THE      3I0NKS      OF      OLD 


CHAPTER    I. 

fntri^iu  HttiJ  Coimttr-llntrimif. 

dm  JOHN  PERROT  approached  Aveline, 
while  the  others  proceeded  in  advance,  and 
in  a  subdued,  albeit  impassioned  tone,  thus 
addressed  her  : — 
.  "  Thy  pardon,  sweet  seraph,  for  mine  unruly 
love.  I  seek  for  a  wife,  one  whose  beautv 
would  add  lustre  to  the  diamonds  of  a  royal 
wreath.'' 

VOL.  III.  A  2 
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"I  know  you  now,  sir,  better  than  ever 
you  imagined ;  and  henceforth  I  hate  you 
worse  than  the  detestable  tyrant  whom  it 
pleaseth  you  to  designate  father,'^  she  scorn- 
fully retorted,  breathing  short,  as  if  with  strong 
emotion. 

"  I  am  a  king's  bastard,  I  pray  thee  remember, 
dulcibelle ;  while  this  forsworn  Knight  of  St.  John 
whom  thou  so  foolishly  trustest,  may  be,  for  aught 
that  is  known  to  the  contrary,  some  false  thief's 
and  murtherer's,"  said  he,  mockingly. 

She  answered  not,  save  by  a  proud,  scornful 
glance ;  and  he  left  her,  insolently  bidding  her 
be  of  good  cheer  until  the  morrow.  But  the 
chaste  coldness  and  haughty  disdain  with  which 
she  now  treated  him,  heightened,  if  anything, 
the  delirium  of  his  longings  in  this  nigh 
approach  to  fulfilment  of  his  dearest  hopes. 

As  the  courtly  company,  marshalled  together, 
proceeded  through  the  postern  leading  from  the 
castle  into  the  sanctuary  town  of  the  Black 
Friars,  Cromwell  tarried  hindermost,  awaiting 
the   more  tardy  movements  of  Mistress  More 
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and  the  sub-prior ;  and,  on  their  issuing  from 
under  the  dark  and  low  arched  doorway  into 
the  bright  moonhght  of  the  castle  yard,  he 
advanced  to  meet  them.  Dan  Theodulph  was 
so  engrossed  in  his  dark  ruminations — for  the 
sudden  resolve  of  the  kingly  tyrant  was  a 
master-tangle  which  fairly  enmeshed  the  astute 
and  sinuous  monk — that  he  was  startled  to 
some  blank  dismay  as  the  other  addressed 
him. 

"I  do  marvel,  dan  monk,  at  your  shortness 
of  sight  in  permitting  the  king  to  dive  so  hap- 
hazardly into  thy  secrets,"  said  Cromwell,  as 
he  walked  beside  them  towards  Sir  Thomas 
More's  residence. 

"  Thy  tongue  wags  too  idly,  Master  Secre- 
tary ;  and  thou  must  have  some  envious  earp- 
lugs of  thine  own,  sithence  thou  thus  blackly 
interpretest  my  care  for  a  penitent's  soul,  when 
surrounded  by  such  sensual  madness  as  but 
now  thou  bore  witness  to,"  answered  the  sub- 
prior,  in  the  tones  of  a  baffled  lion. 

•'  Thou  mislikest,  then,  the  arbitrary  pohcy  of 
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the    court  r'    said    Cromwell,  with    a    peculiar 
smile. 

*'  Tyrants  themselves,  I  ween,  make  the  best 
and  most  desperate  revolutionists,"  responded 
the  sub-prior,  w^ith  unguarded  significance. 

"  Ay,  marry !  say  you  so  '?  'Fore  heaven,  a 
revolutionizer  in  canonicals  is  a  prodigy  of  rare 
significance  !''  remarked  Cromwell,  with  a  laugh. 
"But,  prithee,  lord  monk,  utter  not  such  dis- 
loyalties to  other  ears,  or  thou  wilt  be  made 
acquainted  with  the  public  pillory,  if  thy  prior 
doth  not  adjudge  thee  to  his  stocks.''  And 
Cromwell  closely  scrutinised  the  compressed  hps 
and  bloodless  features  of  his  deeply  scheming 
companion. 

But  the  sub-prior  roused  himself  with  a  low 
sigh  of  relief,  as  if  of  a  sudden  he  saw  a  way 
out  of  this  new  found  maze,  and  in  turn,  bent 
the  full  keenness  of  his  sharp  gray  eyes  on 
the  newly -made  privy  councillor. 

"  I  see  thou  hast  disentangled  one  web  ;  but 
forget  not  thou  hast  a  second — both  of  thine 
own  seeking.     How  think  you  will  go  the  Maid 
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of  Kent's  trial  on  the  morrow's  eve.  Mark  you, 
monk,  the  words  of  the  old  adage,  '  From 
heresie,  frenzie,  and  jealousie,  good  Lord  save 
us !'  and  further,  the  rhyming  of  the  old  saw — 

'  Windes,  weapons,  flames,  make  not  such  hnrlie-biirlie 
As  jealous  women  turn  all  topsie-turvie.'  " 

"  It  needs  not  thy  mockings  to  apprise  me 
of  my  duty,  Master  Cromwell,  which  I  shall 
perform,  despite  all  let  and  hindrance  to  the 
contrary,"  retorted  Dan  Theodulph,  with  a 
flaming  visage. 

"  Ay,  methinks  thou  hast  had  favoured  unto 
thee  plenary  indulgence,  remission  of  sins,  and 
all  freedom  from  the  pains  of  purgatory  ;  so 
thou  e'en  miscarcst  how^  others  betake  them- 
selves from  this  world  on  their  purgatorial 
flight,"  soliloquized  Cromwell,  with  mock 
gravity. 

The  sub-prior  answered  not,  but  hurried  on 
with  bowed  head,  as  if  of  a  sudden  lightning- 
struck. 
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Cromwell,  having  shot  his  well-aimed  bolt, 
changed  the  subject. 

"  The  star-learning  and  weirdman's  science  of 
yonder  Magian  hath  somewhat  unseated  the 
reason  of  his  Majesty  ;  and  I  fear  me,  unless 
some  means  can  be  devised  to  the  contrary, 
this  sweet  lady  will  be  mated  to  another  than  a 
nobleman  of  nature's  heraldry,  and  that,  too, 
without  the  poor  solace  of  a  love-philtre,"  he 
urged,  with  some  secret  purpose. 

"  It  must  not  be,  Master  Cromwell.  So  great 
a  sacrilege  were  sufficient  to  bring  down  some 
direful  curse  upon  this  king-ridden  land.  She 
is  a  predestined  bride  of  the  Church,  vowed  to 
celibacy,  to  live  on  earth  the  Paradise  of  the 
Manichseans,^  and  after  death  to  ascend  un- 
sullied to  God's  heaven,  where  only  Love  can 
live,  and  only  Death  can  die,''  said  the  sub- 
prior,  in  a  cautious  undertone. 

"  Hast  thou  not  a  scheme  in  petto  which  may 
circumvent  the  intents  of  our  not  easily  thwarted 

*  The  whole  earth  during  the  firFt  days  of  Creation. 


sovereign  lord  V  asked  Cromwell,  with  a  sharp 
glance. 

"  Our  Blessed  Lady  will  join  her  prayers 
with  St.  Johns  on  this  behalf;  and  I  doubt 
not  a  mode  of  escape  will  be  revealed  ere  this 
derogation  of  a  celestial  love  shall  be  per- 
mitted," answered  the  sub-prior,  with  evasive 
cautiousness. 

Cromwell  perceiving  nothing  could  be  made 
of  the  subtle  monk,  and  that  they  had  ap- 
proached the  garden  entrance  of  Mistress  More's 
habitation,  departed ;  but  withal  slowly  and 
thoughtfully,  his  monologue  forecasting  much 
after  this  fashion — "  I  have  ta'en  a  liking  to 
the  young  Knight  of  St.  John,  and  will  e'en 
assist  him  in  this  emergency.  But  how  to  save 
his  lady-love  I  can  not,  on  the  moment,  well 
discern.  I  will  sleep  on  it,  and  mayhap,  form 
some  plan  ere  day  hath  fully  dawned.  I  much 
misdoubt  yon  dark  and  doleful  monk,  w^ho,  to 
my  ken,  beseems  one  solely  fitted  to  carry  a 
candle  in  Beelzebub's  train.  He  must  be 
watched,   and   that   too,    closely,    or    he    will 
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outmatch  us  all  with  his  subtlety.  I  will  set  a 
spy  to  dodge  his  footsteps.  That  jolly  cellarer 
wert  not  an  unlikely  one  to  employ." 

Meanwhile,  Dan  Theodulph  led  his  troubled 
penitent  within  the  old  Manor  House,  where 
Dame  Agatha  had  long  sat  and  watched,  in  sore 
dismay  and  anxiety. 

"  Oh,  Jesu-Maria  !  what  canst  thou  do,  father, 
to  save  me  in  this  emergency  '?  '^  exclaimed  the 
hapless  girl,  in  sore  distress. 

"  The  wolves  hover  too  nigh  thy  fold,  dear 
child.  Thou  must  'scape  them  while  yet  there 
is  time.  Go  now  to  thy  chamber,  and  fear  not ; 
for  never,  while  the  persecutors  of  these  times 
suffer  me  to  breathe  this  earthly  air,  will  I 
desert  thee,  though  all  else,  as  thou  mayest 
well  perceive,  are  false  and  dangerous.  Be  up 
betimes  in  the  morning,  and,  wa^apping  thyself 
well  in  some  disguising  mantle  of  thy  nui'se,  hie 
thee  to  my  presence  in  the  chapel  of  the  Holy 
Mother  of  God,  where  so  oft  ere  this  I  have  in 
peace  confessed  thee,  and  where,  mayhap,  on 
this  new  emergency,  I  may  find  a  vray  of  shel- 
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tei'ing  thee  from  the  destroying  blasts  of  the 
storm  now  so  nigh  threatening." 

"  Oh,  father  !  I  will  be  with  thee  ;  and  may 
my  sweet  Lord  Jesu  find  me  some  eternal 
resting-place  for  my  body,  while  He  recalls  to 
Himself  my  spirit,  ere  He  suffers  me  to  fall 
beneath  such  base  and  hateful  schemes,"  re- 
turned Aveline,  in  a  sobbing  tone,  amid  her 
pale  dismay. 

"  Fear  nothing,  most  dear  redeemed  one.  Go 
rest  thee,  sweet  child,  and  dream  thou  art 
already  ^mid  heaven's  native  maids,  while  I 
labour  through  the  rest  of  the  night  hours  for 
thy  earth  peace  and  redemption.  I  wilt  now 
bid  thee  farewell." 

And  he  stooped  and  pressed  his  fevered  lips 
to  her  snowy  brow,  leaving  a  mark  as  though 
some  scorching  blast  had  seared  the  spot. 

Dark  thoughts  gathered  thickly  o'er  his  brow 
during  his  passage  through  the  intricacies  of 
the  Wilderness.  But  at  last,  on  approaching 
the  private  adit  of  the  Monastery,  he  smiled, 
albeit  the  smile  was  one  that  wrinkled  up  his 
skin,  even  to  the  hair. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

Scrptut  (Ipuik,  anb  ^pro^rcss. 

Cf  0  soon  as  the  eye  of  day  had  opened  its  Uds 
on  the  morrow,  the  sub -prior  was  astir;  and, 
with  uneasy  footsteps,  and  in  a  perturbed  frame 
of  mind,  wandered  to  and  fro  amid  the  lone 
seclusions  of  the  noble  church — the  patrimony 
of  his  fraternity.  And  when  an  hour  or  twain 
after  sunrise,  matins — the  first  service  of  the 
Catholic  church — had  been  chorally  performed, 
he  exhibited  few  less  signs  of  uneasiness 
and  disorder.  He  at  last  sought  one  of  the 
side  chapels,  less  frequented  than  the  others, 
and  specially  dedicated  to  the  Mother  of 
God,  wherein  ecclesiastical  adornment  and 
splendour  appeared  to  have  attained  their 
highest  perfection. 

"  Oh,  to  escape  from  this   Pisgah,  to  which 
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my  weirded  link  of  destiny  seems  forged  \"  he 
muttered,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  as  he  approached 
the  gemmed  and  gilded  altar.  "  Horror  within 
— horror  without — a  quenchless  flame  devours 
me  !  Can  I  kneel  and  pray — dare  I,  0  Sathanos  ? 
It  is  written  that  the  long-suffering  of  the 
Eternal  must  needs  be  shortened  by  unrepenting 
guilt." 

He  went  up  to  a  little  marble  font  and 
sprinkled  himself  with  holy  water,  then  crossed 
himself,  and  exclaimed,  in  broken  accents, 
"  Miserere  mei  Deiis  /"  But  further  in  his 
orisons  he  could  not,  or  dare  not  proceed.  He 
then  seated  himself  on  a  slab  beside  the  altar, 
and  appeared  to  await,  in  anxious  expectation, 
the  coming  of  some  other.  - 

"  What  pitfall  this  may  be  now  freshly  open- 
ing in  my  path  I  know  not.  Sancta  Maria,  mater 
Dei,  ora  pro  nobis  /"  he  muttered,  in  a  hasty  and 
almost  unconscious  manner.  *'  Whither  tarries 
she  1  Have  the  proceedings  of  yestre'en  worked 
to  a  hostile  accomphshment  in  her  soul  ?  Nay, 
such  an  end  were  more  impossible  than  that 
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the  unspotted  snows  of  Jura  should  mingle  with 
the  fetid  waters  of  the  Vallej  of  Death.  No,  no ; 
so  silken  a  slave,  so  carpet  a  knight,  so  burly  a 
giraffe  in  lace  and  taffeta  would  never  chance 
to  lead  her  lily  soul  captive.  But,  majhap,  she 
hath  heard  somew^hat  more  hopeful  of  another — 
of  one  who  prefers  the  casque  to  the  cowl,  the 
sword  of  the  flesh  to  the  weapons  of  the  spirit ; 
and  whose  character,  in  such  leanings,  attunes 
somewhat  to  mine  own.  And  yet  that  cannot 
have  happed  either.  I  beheld  him  ere  primes'^ 
were  chaunted  bound  to  his  bedingle,  and  I  left 
her  beside  her  father's  doorsteps — since  when  she 
cannot  have  gained  other  intelligence  than  that 
I  wot  of  She  thinks  him  false  and  lost  to  her 
for  ever  ;  but  while  she  fears  to  be  made  a 
martyr  to  courtly  passion,  she  deems  there  are 
no  yearnings  of  the  heart  but  such  as  take  out- 
ward forms  of  action — none  which,  like  the 
Spartans  fox,  gnaw  the  heart  beneath  the 
mantle.     She  esteems  me   a  bookworm  monk  ;. 


*  The  miduii^bit  service  of  the  Roman  Church. 
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and  that,  while  she  herself  is  a  maiden  entering 
on  the  full  blush  and  glow  of  youth  and  beauty, 
whose  bosom  pants  for  love  more  restlessly  than 
the  golden  seas  of  Italy  to  kiss  their  sunny 
skies,  my  celestial  morality  forbids  the  indul- 
gence of  human  feelings,  and  that  the  great 
mesmerist.  Love,  hath  no  abiding  place  in  a 
cloistral  devotee.  Be  it  my  task  to  teach  her 
otherwise,  and  to  convince  her  the  sole  channel 
of  escape  from  what  she  esteems  well-nigh 
worse  than  death  is  to  link  her  fate  with  mine, 
in  a  devotion  for  which  the  love  of  Cherubim 
and  Seraphim  shalt  prove  a  goodly  model.  Who 
can  foretell  what  she  might  not  be  to  such  an 
one  as  I  am — the  very  lanthorn,  the  sure  guide 
and  saviour  for  the  rest  of  existence  1  Do  not 
her  words,  even  now,  distil  honey  to  my  listen- 
ing ears  ?  Surely  it  is  said  that  our  crimes 
cease  to  be  such  if  they  are  made  to  lead  us  to 
good  !*  ^lay  not  the  crime  I  now  contemplate 
against    my    monkhood    prove    ultimately    the 

*  "  Jesuit  in  Traiuinir-" 
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gate  of  salvation  ?  But  hark  !  some  one 
comes !" 

He  started  up,  and,  humbly  bending  before 
the  altar,  began  reciting,  in  a  half  audible  tone, 
the  Angelus.  For  to  the  brotherhood  of  the 
monastery  did  this  ancient  Jesuit  ever  out- 
wardly and  very  markedly  present  a  severe 
stoicism  in  temper  and  manners. 

In  another  minute,  a  cloaked  and  hooded 
form,  that  needed  no  long  observation  to  pro- 
nounce of  the  female  sex,  with  hurried  and 
wavering  steps,  entered  the  chapel  of  the  Holy 
Mother  of  God,  and  stood  reverently  before  the 
expectant  monk.  He  turned  quickly  round  on 
recognizing  her  footfall,  and  gazed  with  eager 
inquiry  at  her ;  but  all  he  could  remark  beneath 
the  deep  hood  was  the  deadly  whiteness  of  her 
complexion,  and  the  extraordinary  brilliancy  of 
her  eyes.  "  What  ails  my  gentle  penitent  1 
Hath  she  forgotten  a  whole  string  of  Aves  1 
Hie  thee,  daughter,  to  yonder  recess,^'  said  he, 
pointing  to  a  confessional  of  elaborately  carved 
oak. 
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She  proceeded  slowly  to  the  spot  indicated, 
while  he  closed  and  secured  the  iron  grating- 
leading  into  the  church.  He  then,  after  satis- 
fying himself  that  none  save  themselves  were 
occupants  of  the  chapel,  advanced  to  the  con- 
fessional— one  not  furnished  with  Dionysius's 
air  holes—  entered,  and  closed  to  the  door.  Thus 
was  the  confessor  and  his  victim  alone — beyond 
the  earshot  and  intermeddHng  of  the  world. 
AVe  must,  however,  penetrate  the  guarded  seclu- 
sion, and  divulge  the  secrets  of  the  confessional. 

"  Benedicite !  daughter.  Speak,  dear  child. 
Tell  me  all  thy  hand  hath  wrought,  and  all  thy 
heart  imagineth.  I  hsten,  and  none  else  on 
earth.'' 

She  then,  as  she  threw  back  the  hood  of  her 
large  cloak,  revealing  a  countenance  cold  and 
pale  as  a  beautiful  corpse,  whose  eyelids  were 
purple  with  incessant  weeping,  whose  lips  were 
white  and  hard,  proceeded  to  reiterate  the  per- 
plexities and  sorrows  of  her  bright  but  troubled 
soul,  which  already  he  too  w^ell  knew.  But,  in 
very  troth,  he  was  too  much  engrossed  in  dwell- 


1 8  BLACKPRIARS  ; 

ing  upon  the  admirable  contour  of  her  perfect 
face,  her  downcast  lashes  moistened  by  dew- 
drops,  her  fine  wavy  hair,  the  gentle  quivering 
motion  of  her  ruby  lips,  and  the  continuous 
swelhng  of  her  bosom — to  attend  very  clearly 
to  all  she,  in  her  hopeless  despair,  poured  forth 
so  unreservedly.  She  ceased  at  last,  though  her 
tears  flowed  more  freely  as  she  waited  for  the 
solace  and  advice  that  her  dismal  forebodings 
warned  her  might  prove  of  little  avail. 

"  I  have  heard  thy  sorrow^s,  my  dear  child  ; 
and,  of  a  verity,  never  did  water  reflect  the  stars 
more  luminously  than  your  heart,  speaking  in 
your  face,  mirrors  back  the  truth.  I  have 
prayed  for  thee,  daughter,  throughout  the  long 
recurring  hours  of  the  past  night ;  and,  if  per- 
sistency and  fervour  are  of  avail  in  prayer,  an 
angel  could  not  guard  thee  more  securely  from 
evil  mischance  than  such  devout  entreaty  hover- 
ing betwixt  thee  and  heaven,"  he  said  with 
fervour. 

"  Meseems,  father,  that  beside  thee  and  my 
earthly  parent  I  have  none  on  earth  to  whom 
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I  can  fly  for  comfort,  or  who  careth  how  it  fares 
with  me,"  cried  the  sobbing  beauty  amid  the 
dark  visions  of  lost  dehght. 

"  There  is  a  new  Hght  in  mj  soul,  which 
sheds  so  balmy  an  effulgence  on  the  painful  and 
thronging  recollections  of  the  past,  that  for  the 
while,  dearest  child,  I  can  see  naught  but  thee 
beside  on  all  the  length  and  breadth  of  earth.  I 
tell  thee  so  now — tell  thee  towards  whom  I  have 
ever  been  borne  by  an  irresistible  and  inevitable 
tide — the  sure,  dark  current  of  fatality  Y'  said 
Dan  Theodulph,  in  almost  frenzied  fervour. 

Aveline  More  looked  up,  and  gazed  at  the 
monk  through  the  small  eyelet  hole  in  the  par- 
tition that  divided  them,  with  an  amazement 
which  defied  all  the  powers  of  expression,  even 
of  her  resplendent,  and  now  perfected  orbs. 

"  Sweet  Mother  Mary,  assist  me !  What 
mean  you,  father  1"  she  exclaimed,  her  voice 
trembling  and  wandering,  her  bosom  heaving 
like  a  frightened  swan's,  and  blush  chasing 
blush  over  her  face  and  neck,  as  he,  wrapt  in  his 
fair-ripening  dreams,  fastened  his  sultry  gaze 
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upon  her,  and,  for  the  moment,  forgot  his  cir- 
cumspection in  the  honied  intoxication  of  that 
spell-bound  trance.  A  sensation  more  over- 
poweringly  delicious  than  any  he  had  for  years, 
if  ever  before,  experienced,  glided  through  all 
his  veins — into  his  very  marrow,  like  some 
subtle  poison,  with  the  vivid  thrill  of  the  element 
to  which  the  imagination  of  the  love-thralled 
has  so  ceaselessly  assimilated  their  delusive 
enchantment.  But,  almost  simultaneously,  was 
this  wild  emotion  fraught  with  as  intense  a  sen- 
timent of  sorrow  and  hopelessness.  It  was  in 
very  deed,  as  if  some  condemned  Peri,  fallen 
from  her  high  ethereal  estate,  had  caught  a 
glimpse,  through  the  eternal  bars,  of  the  Eden 
she  had  forfeited. 

But  again  did  his  gentle  penitent,  in  troubled 
heart-turmoil,  raise  her  eyes,  floating  in  the 
silvery  humidity  of  unshed  tears,  with  an  even 
more  unfeigned  expression  of  astonishment,  that 
at  last  recalled  him  anew  to  prudence  and 
dissimulation. 

"  I  am  concerned  for  thee,  and  cannot  well 
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tell  how  best  to  advise  thee  on  the  moment/'  he 
said,  at  last,  in  a  strangely  wavering  tone. 
"  But  of  my  wilKngness  and  abihty  to  save  thee 
from  ruthless  lust  and  savage  power  thou  wilt,  ere 
long,  by  God's  grace,  be  utterly  persuaded.  Thou 
shalt  be  saved — ay,  well  saved,  and  that,  too, 
ere  I  sink  into  the  darkening  twilight  of  a  life 
already  cut  short  by  sorrow  and  misfortune." 
The  last  sentence  was  uttered  in  a  dreamy,  dis- 
concerted tone,  most  unusual  in  the  generally 
collected  and  well-mettled  monk.  Her  beauty 
was  very  alluring,  and  it  might  be  that  until 
that  moment  he  knew  not  how  deep  and  over- 
powering was  his  passion  for  this  young  Dian. 

"  Oh,  father  !  I  pray  thee  counsel  me  as  thou 
didst  promise,  how  to  escape  the  doom  they 
threaten  me  withal,"  urged  Aveline,  anxiously. 

'•  Hast  thou  completed  thy  prescribed  devotion 
to  our  Lady,  and,  above  all,  art  thou  prepared 
to  banish  from  thy  soul  the  pernicious  memory 
of  thy  late  wandering,  albeit  unreal  fancy  for 
the  misproud  acolyte  of  St.  John  T  demanded 
the  sub-prior,  in  a  more  collected  tone. 
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"  Nay,  father.  I  cannot  banish  his  memory, 
— nor  can  I  pray  and  string  my  rosary  as  I  was 
wont.  I  cannot  longer  command  my  thoughts ; 
they  stay  not  at  my  wdll,  but  wander  away  Hke 
leaves  borne  on  the  autumn  winds,"  she  said, 
with  simple  earnestness,  and  with  a  swift,  wild 
blush." 

"  Such  a  state  of  chaos  in  your  mind  is  proof 
certain  that  thou  still  continuest  in  mortal  sin. 
Our  Lady  will  not  suffer  thee  to  pour  out  thy 
transgressions  before  her,  forasmuch  as  thou,  a 
plighted  spouse  of  Heaven,  still  nourisheth  for 
son  of  mortal  born  an  adulterous  passion,"  re- 
torted the  sub-prior  with  stern  emphasis. 

"  Oh,  father !  prithee,  speak  not  words  so 
wrathful  and  debasing.  By  our  Blessed  Lady, 
and  as  it  is  now  no  longer  all  darkness  around, 
I  am  innocent  of  wilful  offence  ;  and  while  the 
blessed  sun  shows  his  bright  face  in  the  skies, 
and  reveals  to  my  vision  the  beauties  of  earth, 
which  have  all,  ere  this,  been  so  blackly  cur- 
tained from  me,  I  assert  I  never  fully  gave 
myself  in  betrothal  to  Heaven.     Thou,  who  art 
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my  father  in  Christ  Jesu,  knowest  it  to 
be  SO." 

"Wretched  girl!  Add  not  apostacy  to  thy 
backshdings,  but  rather  seek  the  readiest  mode 
of  repentance  and  an  abnegation  for  your  sins !" 
he  exclaimed,  in  harsh,  grating  accents,  as  he 
fed  his  gaze  upon  those  lustrous  eyes,  which,  in 
their  newly  awakened  light,  seemed  less  under 
control,  and  to  wander  more  amid  the  thoughts 
and  feelings  of  the  busy  and  visionless  past. 

*'  But  how  can  I  repent,  when  still  I  feel  to 
love  him — love  him  ever — and  must,  aye,  to  the 
last  hour  of  my  existence  1  But,  father,  it  is  a 
love  which  need,  in  no  wise,  anger  our  Lady," 
replied  Aveline,  despondingly,  amid  her  soul's 
delirium , 

"  It  bethinks  me  that  the  human  heart  can 
love  but  once  with  trutli.  fondness,  and  sincerity, 
Ay,  ay  !  let  that  feeling,  the  best  and  purest 
of  our  nature,  be  bhghted  or  crushed,  and 
what  are  future  impressions  but  fancies,  to  be 
inaugurated  with  a  smile,  and  dismissed  without 
a  sigh  !''  he   exclaimed,  in  a  semi-unconscious 
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state,  as  if  his  words  were  but  painting  some 
dismal  thoughts  of  long  ago.  A  pause  ensued  ; 
and  though  only  of  a  few  moments  durance,  he 
started  amazedly  at  his  own  wandering  pre- 
occupation, and  suddenly  resolved,  by  one  last 
desperate  course  of  action,  to  reach  the  summit 
of  earthly  bliss,  or  sink  for  ever  into  the  great 
gulf.  He  then  proceeded  to  enter  upon  a  long 
predetermined  reasoning  with  her,  respecting 
the  utter  falsity  and  unworthiness  of  her  lover, 
the  sinful  indulgence  of  her  own  passion,  and 
the  danger  all-nigh  present  of  her  position,  in 
which  truth  and  falsehood,  sincerity  and  dis- 
simulation were  so  commingled,  that  (Edipus 
could  not  have  unravelled  them. 

"  I  have  thus  pointed  out  to  thee,  dear 
daughter,  the  errors  of  your  life,  and  the  pit- 
falls which,  even  now,  surround  thee,  hoping 
that  in  so  doing  I  may,  perchance,  be  redeeming 
a  limed  soul  from  the  snares  of  Satan,''  he  said, 
by  way  of  conclusion. 

She  feared  to  raise  her  eyes,  pending  this, 
lecture,    lest   she   should   again  encounter   his 
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glance,  which  seemed  to  fill  her  soul  with  horror 
in  spite  of  herself;  but  more  than  once  did  the 
pointedness  of  his  words,  and  the  warmth  of  his 
language,  force  a  flush  to  shoot  athwart  her  fair 
brow,  like  meteor-coruscations  in  a  starlit  sky  ; 
though  meanwhile  in  her  bosom,  like  ravening 
fire,  w^orked  a  multitude  of  passions.  Not  a 
shade  of  the  thoughts  that  crossed  her  fair  face, 
like  the  fleeting  clouds  of  a  tempest,  escaped  the 
vigilant  observation  of  Dan  Theodulph. 

"But,  father,  thou  disclosest  the  falsity  of 
one  and  the  wicked  purposes  of  another,  but 
thou  dost  not  tell  me  how  I  shall  endure  the 
anguish  or  avoid  the  danger,''  she  cried,  in 
heartbroken  accents,  subjecting  herself,  without 
power  of  resistance,  to  his  dark  joke. 

"  There  is  but  one  mode  for  thee,  gentle  child, 
to  redeem  thyself  in  this  emergency.  Thou 
hast  committed  a  deadly  crime — a  dark  adultery 
of  the  soul,  in  permitting  thy  girlish  fancy  to 
wander  so  leasingly  after  one  who  hath  played 
thee  a  Judas'  game,  and  therefore  from  its  leprous 
foulness  must  thou  purge  thy  soul  in  the  enchanted 
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waters  of  the  Valley  of  Oblivion.  A  fearful 
danger  besets  thee,  and  thou  must  flee  from  it, 
by  retiring  at  once — ay,  this  very  morn,  to  a 
monasterio.  I  will  belike  accompany  thee  to 
the  nunnery  of  St.  Mary,  at  Clerkenwell,  where 
thou  shalt  have  peace,  safety,  and  good  careance. 
This  is  my  sole  hope  to  save  thee  from  being 
the  adulteress  of  the  King  of  Heaven,  to  whom 
already  thou,  hast  pledged  thyself." 

"How  can  I  seek  so  holy  a  refuge,  when 
my  own  heart  proclaims  I  am  in  no  wise  fitted 
for  it  V  urged  Avehne,  in  tearful  perplexity. 
*'  Hast  not  heard,  father,  that  ^tis  an  old  say- 
ing which  afiirms,  that  slighted  love  makes 
a  colder  nun  than  all  the  vows  of  the  eleven 
thousand  virgins  of  Cologne  V 

"  Oh,  thou  unhappy  lostness  that  can  thus 
lightly  utter  blasphemy  !"  he  began,  with  im- 
petuous passion  ;  but  observing  her  affrighted 
and  woe-begone  look,  he  changed  his  tone,  and 
proceeded, — "Be  not  fearful,  sweet  seraph;  I 
mean  you  no  harm.  I  would  but  counsel  thee 
for  thy  good,  and  save  thee  from  the  galHards 
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and  popinjays  of  a  debauched  world.  I  trust, 
daughter,  no  frenzied  suspicion  hath  deceived 
thee  into  mistrust  of  mine  intents.  The  mahce 
of  the  world  hath,  of  a  troth,  assigned  to  all  my 
acts,  even  of  Christian  charity,  of  faithful  affec- 
tion, of  ghostly  concern  in  thine — a  penitent's — 
shortcomings,  hideous  misinterpretation.  'Tis 
but  true,  very  true,  that  an  irresistible  sympathy 
draws  me  to  thee.  It  is  power  I  have  ever 
sought,  still  seek;  but  now  it  is  in  unison  with 
the  desire  for  influence  over  thy  ingenuous 
mind  and  gentle  heart.  Indeed,  it  is  a  most 
obvious  perception,  that  I  hold  my  life  as  a 
thing  of  no  price,  but  such  as  your  beauty  and 
grace  give  it.  Nay,  start  not,  dear  child,  such 
words  have  many  meanings  !  Though  why  thou 
shouldst  shrink  amort,  sithence  a  monk  is  neither 
a  god  nor  a  devil,  I  cannot  well  discern.  Why, 
bethink  thee,  might  I  not  be  thy  inimitable 
Astrophel,  and  thou  my  matchless  Parthenope  1 
Wilt  state  the  reason  of  the  objection  thy  face 
so  fairly  images '?" 

"  Virgin  Mother  !  I  know  not  how  to  answer  ; 
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save  that  thou,  being  a  disciple  of  God,  canst 
not  nourish  in  thy  soul  aught  disloyal  towards 
a  sister  of  Eve,"  answered  Aveline,  bewilderedly, 
and  in  some  dismay  ;  for  her  heart  was  full}^ 
occupied  with  one  whelming  emotion,  to  which 
all  others  seemed  mournful  mockeries  ;  while  the 
blush  which  again  dyed  her  fair  skin  was  rendered 
more  exquisitely  beautiful  by  the  mixture  of 
anger  with  shame — a  very  rush  of  roseate  light. 
But  she  added,  and  with  much  ingenuousness, 
"  Why  should  you,  father,. question  me  in  such 
wise  ?  I  know  naught  of  such  things.  Indeed, 
I  wist  not  what  love  was  until  of  late  ;  nor  was 
it  till  I  was  bound  in  this  thraldom  and  despair 
that  I  became  acquainted  with  its  pangs." 

She  spoke  very  tremulously  ;  and  as  she 
finished,  the  well  of  her  bitterness  overflowed, 
and  in  her  newly  acquired  widowhood  of  soul  she 
sobbed  as  if  her  heart  would  break, 

"  Daughter,  thou  deemest  thine  own  lot  sad  ; 
but  what  wouldst  thou  say  of  mine,  were  its 
secrets  given  to  thy  ken  ?  Why,  bethink  you, 
am  I  in  this  cloistral  bondage  1    Is  it  not  against 
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every  yearning  of  my  humanity,  against  every 
hope  of  earthly  enjoyment,  though  in  defiance, 
mayhap,  of  every  temptation  "?  I  swear  to  thee, 
by  every  saint  who  is  blessed  in  heaven,  and  by 
their  shrines  that  are  revered  on  earth !  that  I, 
who  now  am  among  the  most  hopeless  and 
despairing  in  cloistral  bondage,  once  walked 
amid  earth's  freedom,  circumvented  by  all  the 
glowing  prospects  which  nighest  assimilate 
earth-life  to  that  imagined  in  heaven.  Come, 
cheer  thee,  sweet  one  !  There  is  in  spiritual  life 
and  love,  even  on  earth,  something  left  thee  for 
hope  and  enjoyment.  I  will  be  to  thee  a  brother, 
and  thou  shalt  be,  in  all  loving-fondness,  my 
sister.  My  solicitous  affection  for  thee  thou 
needs t  not  dread,  for  it  is  lighted  of  fire  from 
Heaven.  It  dishonours  thee  not  like  that  of  the 
false  Hospitaller  ;  for,  laud  be  to  our  Lady,  its 
utmost  greed  will  content  itself  with  the  divine 
union  of  spirit  with  spirit.  While  it  burns  with 
ineffable  yearning  to  be  thy  chosen  on  earth, 
yet  is  it  purified  by  a  mystic  longing  to  share 
with  thee  the  eternity  of  Paradise." 
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"  I  know  not  what  to  deem  thy  language, 
father,"  said  Avehne,  startled  at  the  vehemence 
and  fervour  of  his  manner,  whilst  on  her  beauti- 
ful featuries  sat  a  ghastly  pallor — an  expression, 
as  it  were,  of  resolute  hopelessness,  which 
resembled  that  on  a  statue  of  despair  modelled 
by  some  Grecian  sculptor. 

"  Therein  do  I  mostly  fear  for  thee,  daughter. 
It  beseems  thou  canst  only  understand  the  foul 
ravings  of  the  profligate  flaunters  and  midnight 
wassailers  of  the  court,  or  permit  thyself  to  be 
led  astray  at  the  beckon  of  any  upstart  champion 
who  canst  wield  his  sword  more  safely  than  he 
can  guard  his  tongue.  Thou  bethinkest,  beauti- 
ful child,  we  of  the  cloister  are  but  skilled  in 
musty  manuscripts  and  the  healing  of  plague- 
struck  consciences.  Know  you  not  that  the 
love  of  the  Virgin  is  human  love  shorn  of  its 
grossness — a  love  felt  and  gloried  in  by  the 
greater  part  of  Christendom  ;  and  when  I  con- 
fess to  thee  a  feeling  equally  pure  and  enthralling, 
thou  affectest  ignorance  of  my  words,  and  per- 
mittest  thy  heart  to  disdain  their  meaning,  while 
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appearing  amazed  to  hear  such  language  from 
me,  a  monk.  By  the  holy  rood  !  dear  daughter, 
I,  thy  father,  who  have  led  thee  into  religion, 
and  ope  to  thee  still  a  sanctuary  for  thy  souls 
unrest,  dost  declare  to  thee,  that  in  such  a 
heart-fancy  there  lieth  no  guilt,  nay,  rather  there 
abideth  in  it  a  foretaste  of  the  celestial  calm 
which  will  be  found  in  heaven." 

"  0  Sacred  Virgin !  0  Queen  of  Heaven, 
help  me  !  I  know  not  what  to  answer.  Prithee, 
tell  me,  father,  how  I  should  order  my  conduct," 
cried  the  hapless  girl,  in  the  most  utter  be- 
wilderment. "  I  meant  no  sin  in  the  love  I  felt 
— still  feel ;  though  I  must  needs  acknowledge, 
being  now  at  my  confessionals,  that  much  as  I 
love  my  dear,  noble  parent,  yet,  in  that  matter, 
neither  he,  nor  thou,  nor  all  the  world,  should 
have  hindered  me  from  following  the  dictates  of 
mine  heart,  had  he — he  alone,  for  whom  I  was 
ready  to  sacrifice  all,  remained  faithful  to  his 
vows." 

'*  'Tis  ill-salving  a  mortifying  wound,  but  much 
best  to  cut  to  the  quick  at  once,  and  therefore 
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thou  unhappy  betrayer  of  thy  divine  betroth- 
ment,  I  tell  thee,  thou  art  worthily  served,  in 
this  adjudged  punishment  of  thy  lover's  turpitude, 
and  that  naught  will  content  our  offended  Lord 
and  his  holiest  Mother,  but  thy  most  utter  sub- 
mission," exclaimed  Dan  Theodulph,  in  the  terrific 
accents  of  denunciation. 

"  I  hear  thee,  father,  and  sitbence  thou  tellest 
me  of  my  bewrayment  and  my  danger  ;  oh,  in  all 
beseechance,  counsel  me  the  way  I  should  go  I" 
she  exclaimed,  in  tearful  earnestness,  while 
wringing  her  small  hands. 

With  all  the  natural  independence  of  Aveline's 
character,  the  powerful  mind  and  determined 
will  of  the  sub-prior,  had  with  the  mystic  fasci- 
nation ever  felt  and  exercised  in  the  Roman 
Church  between  penitents  and  confessors,  ob- 
tained a  powerful  though  secret  control  over  her 
mind  and  conduct.  He  had,  in  truth,  bound  her 
with  chahis  more  subtle  than  ever  Eblis  forged. 
Wholly  unaware  of  his  dark  character  and  darker 
love,  she  had  hitherto,  amid  her  soul's  virtues, 
felt  for  him  the  reverence  which  is  ever  accorded 
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by  simplicity  to  wisdom,  by  virtue  to  sanctity. 
She  entertained  nothing  akin  to  regard  for  him, 
but  in  spite  of  herself  appeared  bound  to  him  by 
the  magic  of  superstition  and  fear.  She  had 
always  been  passive  under  his  oft-repeated  visi- 
tations, although  his  presence  had  ever  affected 
her^  dimming  her  blithe  and  gentle  spirit  even  in 
its  gayest  moods.  What  wonder  was  it  then, 
that  in  the  abject  moment  of  her  distress  and 
danger,  she  came  to  his  presence,  listened  to  his 
passionate  language,  and  thus  earnestly  besought 
his  counsel  and  aidance. 

"  First,  I  warn  thee,  daughter,  and  very 
earnestly,  to  scout  the  secret  passion  that  per- 
chance still  clings  to  thy  flesh  ;  to  spare  no  pains 
to  eradicate  the  hellish  monster  ;  the  hideous 
Gorgon  whose  very  breath  is  death  eternal  to 
thy  ever-living  soul,"  returned  the  sub-prior 
in  tones  that  sounded  harsh  and  inflexible  as 
destiny  itself  "  Thou,  already  a  bride-elect  of 
the  Celestial,  art  sought  after  in  earth-marriage. 
The  men  of  darkness  have  more  oft  than  once 
desired  thee.    Mammon — the  god  of  riches  and 
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the  pride  of  life;  Lucifer — the  god  of  human 
desire  and  ambition  ;  and  Asmodeus — the  god 
of  pleasure  and  sensuality,  have  all  sought  thee 
and  longed  for  thee.  But  thou  wilt  reject  all 
their  offers  for  thy  Divine  spouse  the  Lord  Jesu. 
Let  me  be  the  blessed  and  loving  instrument  in 
making  thy  choice  eternal.  Let  the  wintei'  of 
thy  earthly  fancies  be  for  ever  past,  and  hence- 
forth only  admit  to  thy  beauteous  soul  the 
spring-flowers  of  a  new  and  holy  alliance,  then 
shalt  thou  be  like  His  lily — honoured  of  flowers, 
innocent  and  modest-eyed,  with  downcast  vision 
and  virgin  purity  of  heart.  I  will  still  abide 
near  thee,  nigher,  mayhap,  than  heretofore, 
counselling  of  passing  glories,  picturing  those  to 
come.  And  oh,  gentle  seraph,  how  thankful 
shall  I,  your  holy  brother,  feel  for  that  beginning 
of  your  new  conversion  which  may  be  destined  to 
be  completed  more  ravishingly  by  the  greatest 
blessings  that  Heaven  can  lavish  on  the  spiritual 
unity  of  man  and  woman!  Daily  wilt  thou 
grow  more  and  more  enamoured  with  your 
terrestrial  paradise,  and  thou  wilt  shudder  ever 
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^'hen  the  memories  of  the  fouler  past  rise  up  in 
judgment  against  thee/' 

"  Ah,  sweet  Lord  Jesu !  be  thou  my  guide.    I 
know    not  what  to  do.     I  have  but  just  had 
restored  to  me   che  power  of  beholding   what 
aforetime  my  soul  only  imaged  of  the  fair  beau- 
ties of  earth,  and  must  I  once  more  and  for  ever 
bid  farewell  to  its  joy-teeming  treasures,  and 
bury  myself  amid  the  gloom  of  the  cloister.     Oh 
father,    forgive   me.     My    religion    hath    ever 
peopled  the  universe  with  forms  of  loveliness.    I 
have  sought  them  in  the  groves,  and  although 
unseen,  I  have  yet  communed  with  them  through 
githern  and  song,  and  have  heard  their  response 
in  the  warbling  of  the  lark,  the  whistle  of  the 
ouzel,  the  rapturous  trill  of  the  nightingale,  or 
the  melancholy  sighing  of  the  passing  breeze. 
It  hath  ever  seemed  to  me  that  on  the  mountains 
and  high  hills  I  have  encountered  the  spirit  of 
silence  and  mystery,  and  in  the  flowery  valley 
the  vision  of  chastity  and  moral  beauty.     Ah  ! 
must  it  needs  then  be  that  I  forsake  the  glories 
of  nature,  and  seek  a  living  death  behind  some 
dark,  cold  cloistral  walls  1" 
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"Depart  then,  thou  miserable  woman.  For- 
sake these  holy  precincts,  and  forth  into  the 
world  for  which  thy  sinful  soul  is  so  well 
attuned,''  shouted  the  sub-prior,  with  appalling 
energy,  while  jumping  up  from  his  seat,  and 
issuing  forth  from  the  confessional.  "Ay,  get 
thee  quickly  to  thy  worldly  home,  where  may- 
hap, already  awaiting  thee,  are  the  menials  of 
thy  enforced  bridegroom,  sent  thither  to  keep 
thee  in  safe  durance  till  eve-tide  on  the  morrow, 
when  naught  can  introvene  to  save  thee  from 
the  despoiler's  arms,  and  the  everlasting  curse 
of  enwrathed  Heaven." 

For  some  seconds  Aveline  More  remained 
kneeling,  incapable  of  action,  so  fearful  an  effect 
had  the  fierce  wild  declamation  of  her  confessor 
upon  her.  She,  however,  quickly  recovered 
her  power  of  speech  and  movement,  and  while 
weeping  a  glistening  streamlet  of  tears,  she  rose 
and  followed  the  sub-prior  into  the  midst  of  the 
chapel,  and,  clutching  his  gown,  she  knelt  before 
him  and,  in  her  wild  despair,  piteously  entreated 
him  to    desert   her   not,    nor  give  her  over  to 
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what  would  be  to  her  pure  soul  far  worse  than  a 
thousand  deaths, 

"  Forgive  me,  father  ! — holy  father  ! — or  I 
shall  never  rest  or  live/'  she  cried,  in  the  most 
earnest  supplication,  and  in  the  wild  confusion 
of  her  sorrow-blighted  mind. 

"  You  talk,  daughter,  of  the  world  and  its 
passing  glories  with  regret ;  and  yet  I  said 
not  that  thou  needest  altogether  eschew  them  ; 
but  to  mingle  in  it  as  thou  hast  done,  to  be 
gazed  on  by  the  scornful,  to  be  deceived  by  the 
sensual,  and  insulted  by  the  strong,  thou  shalt 
not  again,  if  I  have  aught  of  authority  or  power 
left  me  I''  retorted  the  sub-prior,  with  a  glance 
which  revealed  the  furnace  of  his  soul,  and  the 
glow  of  the  unhallowed  flames  within  ;  but  in  her 
abject  attitude  and  frame  of  mind  Aveline  per- 
ceived naught  further  in  his  conduct  or  his  words 
to  awake  suspicion.  "  You  wist  not  what  thy 
torments  would  be,  wert  thou  again  free  from 
the  spiritual  bondage  thou  hast  this  morn  sought 
and  well-subjected  thyself  to.  Thy  brain  would 
have  maddened,  thy  heart  revolted,  nay,  the  very 
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chillness  of  death  eternal  would  have  stricken  its 
life-nerve.  Thou  wouldst,  ere  many  hours  had 
flown,  have  felt  that  all  was  lost,  that  hope  in 
this  world  was  for  ever  wrecked,  while  damnation 
in  that  to  come  was  ready  remorselessly  to 
devour  thee." 

"Father,  I  hear  thee.  I  will  do  what  thou 
tellest  me  is  best,''  she  cried,  completely  panic- 
struck  by  his  awful  language  and  stern  denoun- 
cing voice. 

"  Then  first  I  tell  thee  to  forget  at  least  for 
the  present  the  world  and  all  that  therein  is, 
more  specially  him  who  hath  despised  and 
rejected  thee,  and  the  other  who  seeks  to  over- 
whelm thee  with  eternal  infamy,"  he  said  in  a 
tone  slightly  relaxing  in  severity. 

"  Yes,  yes,  father,  I  will  despise  him,  hate  him, 
forget  him  as  he  hath  me,''  said  Aveline,  sobbing 
very  audibly. 

"  Come  hither,  daughter  ;  there  is  hope  for  thee 
yet,"  said  Dan  Theodulph,  as  he  led  her  behind 
the  sumptuously  decorated  and  numerously 
reliquied  altar.    A  low,  broad  portal  then  opened 
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at  his  touch,  and  he  ushered  his  victim  into  a 
small  internal  shrine,  whose  marvellous  adorn- 
ments appeared  all  aglow  with  gold  and 
gems. 

'^  Tarry  here  awhile,  and  reflect  w^  ell  on  these 
words  of  mine,  until  in  a  short  space  I  come 
again  unto  thee.  Here  thou  art  as  safe  as  if 
thou  wert  within  the  Holy  of  Holies  of  the  early 
Church.  'Tis  sacred  and  glorious  ;  for  it  is  con- 
secrated specially  to  the  virgin  Queen  of  Heaven, 
and  naught  foul  or  unholy  hath  yet  crossed  its 
threshold/'  He  shuddered  as  these  last  words 
passed  his  lips,  but  with  undaunted  effrontery 
he  continued,  "  Let  thy  inmost  soul  reflect  to  thy 
mind  its  most  secret  longings.  Dost  thou  still 
hno-er  on  the  brink  of  the  running  stream  that 
glides  with  countless  myriads  on  its  surface  to 
destruction '?  kneel  on  yonder  cushion  and  pray. 
Dost  thou  still  turn  a  lingering  ear  to  the  seducing 
appeals  of  the  world,  all  frivolous  and  perniciously 
joyful  as  they  be  1  ascend  to  the  feet  of  the 
Virgin,  and  ask  strength  there — remembering 
the  while  that  an  eternity  is  at  stake.     Present 
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graces  may  never  be  offered  thee  again — seize 
them,  therefore,  while  within  your  grasp  ;  for 
from  time  immemorial  until  it  shall  be  no  more, 
'  heaven  suffers  Adolence,  and  the  violent  bear  it 
away. 

He  paused  to  hear  if  she  would  make  any 
answer,  but  in  her  tearful  apathy  and  the  death- 
like torpor  of  her  heart,  she  spake  not ;  indeed 
she  appeared  as  one  for  the  while  bereft  of  all 
sense  and  feeling. 

"  Weep  not,  dearest  child,  or  believe  yourself 
altogether  forlorn  ;  I  am  with  thee  ever  in  spirit, 
and  in  flesh  henceforth  too,  if  thou  hast  but  faith 
as  a  grain  of  mustard  seed.  Thy  angelic  beauty 
hath  ravished  my  heart,  even  as  a  new  sun 
hurled  forth  from  Creation  s  infinite  stores  in  the 
path  of  a  system  of  planets,  w^ith  irresistible 
attraction  to  bear  them  away.  Nay,  shudder 
not  to  hear  thy  brother  speak  such  words.  Hast 
not  heard,  sweet  seraph,  the  burning  language  of 
Alban  Butler,  an  uncanonized  saint '?  Give  ear 
while  I  rehearse  them,  for  they  well  duplicate  my 
heart's  yearning  for  thee  ;"  and  he    proceeded 
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to  recite  in  his  usual  mellow  and  fascinating 
voice  the  following  lines  : — 

"  Into  love's  furnace  am  I  cast, 

I  burn,  I  languish,  pine,  and  waste  ! 
0,  love  divine  !   how  sharp  thy  dart — 
How  deep  the  wounds  that  gall  my  heart  ! 
As  wax  in  fire,  so  from  above 
My  smitten  soul  dissolves  in  love. 
I  live,  yet  languishing  I  die 
Whilst  in  thy  furnace  bound  I  lie. 
The  tree  of  love  its  roots  hath  spread 
Deep  in  my  heart,  and  rears  its  head ; 
Rich  are  its  fruits,  they  joy  dispense. 
Transport  the  heart  and  ravish  sense."* 

"  So  spake  one  whose  ensample  we  may 
withouten  doubt  follow.  ^Ye  will  henceforth 
support  each  other  throughout  the  storms  and 
trials  of  Time,  while  our  joint  solitude  shall  only 
need  the  '  beatific  vision '  to  make  it  heaven. 
Our  mutual  leaning  shalt  ascend  from  the 
unsatisfying  beauty  of  earth  to  the  ravishing 
perfection  of  the  celestial  Eden.     Bethink  thee 

*  Jesuit  in  the  Family. 


o 
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too,  that  retirement  becomes  sweeter  and 
sweeter  as  day  succeeds  day,  while  the  end  of 
it  is  'a  perfect  possession  of  one's  self — a  con- 
viction that  we  walk  in  God  and  with  God,  and 
that  angels  attend  us,'""  and  that,  having  worn 
out  life  here  on  earth,  we  may  then  ascend  to 
the  highest  heaven,  where  He  liveth  amid  the 
blaze  of  Cherubim  and  Seraphim.  I  now  go, 
and  must  leave  thee  alone  for  a  while  ;  forasmuch 
as  thou  needeth  to  self-commune  upon  thy 
future  destiny,  which  will,  perchance,  straight- 
way lead  thee  to  the  presence  of  the  holy 
virgins,  with  Mary  at  their  head,  close  beside 
the  God  of  Purity.  Ponder  well  my  words  ; 
and  to  see  them  truly,  invoke  the  assistance  of 
God,  the  Virgin,  the  saints,  and  all  good  angels. 
Then,  when  thou  hast  calmed  thy  heart's  in- 
quietude, and  canst  better  discern  the  path 
thou  hast  to  tread,  while  away  the  further  time 
that  may  ensue  until  my  coming  again  in 
perusing  this  book  of  '  Romaunts.' " 

*  Jesuit  in  the  Family. 
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He  placed  in  her  passive  hands  'a  boke 
which  shone  with  clasp js  and  bound  with 
silver,'  and  which  was  richly  interleaved  with 
illuminations  that  he  himself  had  modelled 
from  the  still  more  curious  and  precious  MS.  of 
Francesco  Veronese,  or  Girolmo  Dei  Libri. 
Wood  engraving  had  been  first  discovered 
towards  the  close  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
and,  as  a  matter  of  course,  by  a  monk — the  sole 
discoverers  and  learned  professors  throughout 
many  centuries.  This  art  first  took  a  religious 
display  in  the  multiplication  of  the  figures  of 
the  saints — the  most  ancient  specimens  dating 
as  far  back  as  1423.  These  religious  pictures 
became  diffused  amongst  the  people,  and 
were  to  be  traced  amid  fraternities,  com- 
panies of  pilgrims,  and  at  market  places. 
Pasted  on  the  vellum  covers  of  manuscript 
books,  on  articles  of  furniture,  on  the  walls 
of  houses,  and  even  on  tombstones,  they  were 
preserved  during  many  generations  —  were 
invoked  as  talismans  and  tutelary  deities  in 
times  of  sorrow  or  distress.    Smoke-discoloured, 
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time-eaten  pictures  as  they  were,  men  knelt 
before  them  in  prayer  and  meditation,  burning 
incense  and  hghting  tapers  in  their  honour. 
Thus  were  the  first  rude  efforts  of  w^ood- 
engraving  fostered.  Among  the  earhest  works 
illustrated  were  naturally  those  of  the  Bible  and 
Missal. 

Although  there  were  several  masters  of  the 
art  in  his  day,  yet  did  the  sub-prior  of  the 
Black  Friars  rank  as  one  of  the  chiefs  of  its 
fantaisistes,  possessing,  as  he  did,  an  ardent 
and  unbounded  imagination.  Inspired  with  a 
passionate  love  for  the  study,  and  eager  to 
create  works  after  the  ensample  of  the  old 
maitres  en  hois,  he  proceeded,  at  first,  very 
earnestly  in  his  ingenious  attempts,  following 
the  ensample  of  the  more  ancient  tailleurs 
d' images.  The  w^ork  he  had  handed  his  luckless 
penitent,  Aveline  More,  was  profusely  illustrated ; 
and  it  was  evident  that  in  pourtraying,  in  rare 
colouring,  the  ancient  legends,  complaints,  and 
traditions  of  this  '  boke,'  Dan  Theodulph  had 
drawn  large   draughts  of  inspiration  from  the 
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same  springs  whence  his  predecessors — Cranach 
and  Albert  Diirer  of  old — drew  theirs. 

He  gave  one  long  furtive  glance  full  of  impene- 
trable meaning,  at  the  bowed-down  maiden,  and 
with  a  "  Benedicite "  retired,  closing  to  the 
door,  and  wdth  care  fastening  it  without,  thereby 
ensuring  her  captivitj^  As  he  turned  into  the 
chapel,  and  from  thence  into  the  great  church 
of  the  Friar}^,  a  smile  of  triumph  fitfully 
illumed  his  dark-browed  visage.  "  What  is 
power  to  the  statesman  or  noble,  but  to  sway 
men  against  their  wills'?  What  to  churchmen, 
but  to  convince  their  penitents  against  their 
natural  leanings.  I  need  not  now  inquire  of 
myself — ad  bono — to  whose  advantage  is  all  my 
past  labour,  now  that  the  fruit  of  the  labour 
itself  is  within  my  grasp.  She  is  mine  ;  naught 
can  save  her.  This  night — ay,  this  very  night, 
111  be  with  her;  and  she  goes  not  thence  until 
she  is  in  all  ways  mine.  But  stay.  I  have 
other  work  on  hand  ere  all  be  accomphshed  ; 
but  the  day  is  yet  young,  and  'twdll  be  strange 
if  this  night,  or  the  morrow  at  furthest,  beholds 
not  all  accomplished.'" 
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He  sped  forth  to  the  refectory,  there  joined 
the  brotherhood  in  breaking  their  fast,  and 
issuing  divers  orders  respecting  the  manifold 
preparations  to  be  made  in  anticipation  of  the 
Christian  Saturnah'a,  or  Great  Festival,  to  be 
held  in  the  Monastery  on  the  morrow. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

^HE  sub-prior,  after  leaving  the  refectory, 
wended  his  way  along  the  great  cloister' 
into  the  convent  close,  and  was  about  passing 
through  the  private  adit  of  the  monks  into  the 
precincts,  when  he  found  his  way  barred  by  a 
thickly  cloaked  and  hooded  female  form.  The 
disguise,  if  as  such  it  had  been  ever  intended  by 
its  wearer,  imposed  not  a  moment  upon  the 
lynx-eyed  penetration  of  Dan  Theodulph. 

"  Know  you  not,  woman,  thou  art  under  the 
ban  of  the  church  ;  and  it  is  at  mortal  peril  to 
thy  body,  as  well  as  thy  soul,  should  you  venture 
to  desecrate  the  sacred  buildings  with  your 
presence  V  said  the  sub-prior,  with  a  terrible 
sneer. 

"  Thou  art  th^'self,  friar,  so  full  of  the  odour 
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of  sanctity — mayhap,  like  unto  a  newly  created 
angel,  so  void  of  all  offence,  that  thou  discernest 
evil  however  thickly  cloaked,  and  scentest  mis- 
sanctity  from  afar,  as  doth  the  fiercer  lion  on 
Afric's  burning  plain  some  fouler  carrion,"  re- 
torted Elizabeth  Barton,  in  a  tone  of  tranquil 

SCOHL 

••  Kay,  I  am  worthy  enow  to  shrive  and 
absolve  thee  up  to  this  hour  as  white  as  a  sheep 
at  shearing-time,  an  thou  wilt  but  repent  of  thy 
hellish  apostacy,  and  make  confession  of  all 
those  who  have  abetted  thee  in  thy  dismal 
heresy."  answered  the  sub-prior,  with  a  sudden 
purpose.  For  now  that  the  Roman  Church,  in 
its  downfall,  had  determined  to  persecute  to  the 
death  all  who  came  within  her  fiery  fangs,  her 
upholders  and  apostles  sought,  by  all  means 
within  their  power,  to  gain  knowledge  of  heresy, 
and  to  acquire  the  names  of  those  who  were  its 
favourers  and  supporters. 

"  Nay,  nay,  monk ;  if,  peradventure,  I  still 
had  faith  in  such  a  function  of  thy  Church — the 
absolving  of  sins — think  you  it  possible  that  I 
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could  receive  it — thou  administering  it  V  re- 
turned the  Maid  of  Kent,  with  strange  solemnity. 
''  But  thou  art  a  most  doleful  creature,  wert 
thou  even  only  half  the  ascetic  thy  outward 
demeanour  pourcrays  thee,"  she  continued, 
mockingly.  ''Nay,  start  not,  father !  I  would 
not  harm  thee,  unless,  perchance,  mine  eyes 
might  slay  hke  the  basilisk's.  Nor  needeth  it 
that  thou  shouldst  glare  at  me  as  fiercely  as  a 
cat  in  dudgeon." 

He,  in  very  troth,  gazed  at  her  for  a  moment 
much  as  a  wolf  eyes  its  prey  ;  but  he  was 
obviously  startled  at  the  determined  expression 
which  mantled  her  pale  face,  and  at  the  wild, 
unnatural  fierceness  of  her  resplendent  eyes. 
But  the  wrath  burning  at  his  heart  would  have 
vent,  and  in  reply  to  her  taunts  he,  in  a  thun- 
dering tone,  exclaimed,  "  Get  hence,  away  from 
me,  thou  vessel  of  infamy,  thou  lascivious  dis- 
porter !  Holy  Virgin !  grant  me  patience. 
Bethink  I  have  need  of  thee.  What  have  I 
further  to  do  with  thee,  thou — and  yet  again, 
thou,  mayhap  not  yet  proclaimed  harlot, 
VOL.  in.  c 
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sithence  still  unwrit  in  the  first  page  of  the 
book  of  eternal  shame.  Depart  from  me ! 
Hence,  I  say — I  bid  thee  hence — thou  vile 
woman,  thou  all-wooed  sensualist !" 

*^  It  needs  not  thy  repeating.  I  have  heard 
assimulating  words  from  thee  aforetime,  most 
learned  father,  most  devout  monk,  most  im- 
maculate churchman.  Could  villainy  be  softened 
by  fair  words,  or  the  wolf  be  subdued  by  the 
bleatings  of  the  lamb,  I  might  speak  you  softly, 
and  question  thee,  as  thou  dost  me,  of  thy  past 
life,  of  those  deeds  which  blacken  the  sun  when 
thou  gazest  on  it,  before  thou  didst  commit  thy 
security  to  the  sanctuary  of  the  cloister.  But 
it  needs  not  now  to  rake  the  ashes  of  the  dead, 
though  the  time  will  come — mark  thee  that, 
Father  Becking,  now^  calling  thyself  Fra  Theo- 
dulph— when  those  ashes  will  be  exposed  to 
the  light  of  day,  and  the  hidden  things  of 
darkness  given  to  public  espial !"  said  she,  in 
solemn  warning,  albeit  her  white  lips  wavered 
with  a  smile  so  ghastly  that  human  eye  could 
scarce  have  borne  to  look  upon  it. 
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"  Marry  !  who  art  thou,  that  thou  thus 
shouldst  set  thyself  up  to  be  my  most  excellent 
judge,  jury,  and  executionership  1  It  bethinks  me, 
thou  hast  for  long  ere  this  proclaimed  thyself  to 
be  inspired  of  Heaven.  Prithee,  produce  thy 
celestial  manumission  !"  retorted  the  sub-prior, 
with  a  saturnine  smile. 

'^  It  matters  naught  to  thee  that  I  have  sown 
seeds  which  may  yet  bloom  in  Paradise.  My 
past  imposture  and  superstition  was  of  thy 
teaching.  In  the  simple  behef  of  childhood,  I 
did  but  first  relate,  to  the  wonder  of  living 
Christians,  the  converse  I  really  held  in  my 
trances  with  the  dead.  I  then  said  naught,  in- 
vented naught,  but  spake  the  solemn  truth  anent 
the  marvellous  visions  of  the  supernatural,  as 
the  white-robed  saints  do  witness,  and  as  thine 
own  foul  heart  must  attest,  if  thou  wilt  but  let 
it  wander  awhile  back  to  those  days,  and  not 
shrink  from  the  reflection  a  second  and  more 
cowardly  Judas/'  She  looked  at  him  fixedly 
for  the  first  time.  What  a  world  of  meanino- 
was  in   that   glance — the    delusion,    the    grief, 
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the  suffering  of  ages,  the  thousand  reproaches 
of  as  many  violated  trusts — a  very  immortahty 
of  anguish  and  despair. 

"  Thou  knowest  humanity  but  httle  if  thou 
deem  est  there  is  any  bottom  to  their  creduKty. 
I  warrant  me,  thou  still  imaginest  thyself  to  be 
celestially  gifted,  and  that  thou  oughtest  to  be 
canonized  alive  ;  forasmuch  as  thou  preachest 
dangerously  certain  traitorous  and  abominous 
doctrines,  which,  certes,  will  bring  thee,  ere 
many  days,  to  suffer  at  the  stake,  or  to  be  broke 
upon  the  wheel,"  said  Dan  Theodulph,  in  a  dis- 
simulating tone,  but  with  eyes  that  flashed  with 
the  treacherous  fury  of  premeditated  revenge. 

"  This  same  heres}^,  at  which  ye  of  the  cowl 
so  loudly  bellow,  gathers  force  and  measure  like 
a  snowball,  and  thou  canst  not  stay  its  rush,  rear 
what  opposings  ye  will.  Ye  may  do  me  to 
death,  and  many  another  ;  but  quench  its  flame, 
now  so  well  fed  and  nourished,  ye  cannot  this 
side  of  doom !"  exclaimed  the  Maid  of  Kent, 
prophetically. 

"  Prithee,  I  care  not  much  what  betides,  an 
thou  wert  in  the  fire  on  any  terms,  and  I  quit 
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of  such  an  atheist  Lutheran,"  said  Dan  Theo- 
dulph,  with  impetuous  ferocity. 

"  Ay,  ay  !  I  wot  well,  dan  monk,  thou  wouldst 
do  me  a  mischief  an  thou  couldst.  Deo  gratias  ! 
as  thou  wast  wont  to  sigh,  I  can  survive  thine 
ill-wishing  and  defy  thy  malevolence,"  retorted 
the  Maid,  with  scorn. 

The  sub-prior  looked  at  her  wdth  some  fierce, 
doubtful  intent.  Indeed,  it  seemed  at  first  as 
if  he  would  have  fallen  foul  on  her  and  have 
rent  her  in  jDieces;  but  his  scheming  mind 
taught  him  prudence,  and  the  wonderful  control 
he  possessed  over  his  passions  subdued  the  heated 
impulse,  and  revived  his  usual  subtle  action — 
dissimulation. 

"  A  truce  to  this  wrangling.  Barton.  I  have 
other  work  on  hand  which  needs  thy  abetting. 
I  have  somewhat  of  import  to  tell  thee  ;  but  this 
is  too  public  a  council-room.  Walk  beside  me 
till  we  reach  the  church,  wiiere  we  may  fear  no 
espial,  and  where  no  suspicion  will  attach  to  our 
actions,"  said  he,  as  he  led  the  way  back  to  the 
church. 
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She  followed,  albeit  a  smile  of  haught  disdain 
mantled  her  sensuous-looking  mouth. 

'*  Now  open  your  wallet  of  deceit,  be  it  good 
or  ill ;  and  prithee,  dan  monk,  be  brief,  for  I 
mind  me  it  hath  been  well  said  that  the  devil 
is  ever  most  to  be  feared  when  he  preacheth," 
she  exclaimed,  as  she  stayed  her  further  accom- 
paniment within  one  of  the  side  aisles.  "  I 
have,  too,  somewhat  to  say  to  thee,  which,  how- 
ever, will  need  but  short  respondel." 

He  looked  at  her  fixedly  for  a  moment,  with  a 
serpent-like  glance  beneath  his  deep  black  brows. 
The  next  he  proceeded  to  follow  out  his  well- 
digested  resolve  ;  but  first  sought  to  bind  her 
to  secrecy. 

"  'Tis  well  minded  :  you  are  a  woman,  there- 
fore, I  pray  thee,  swear  by  some  oath,  if  there 
be  any  which  thy  sex  do  ever  keep,  that  thou 
wilt  not  bewray  the  substance  of  what  I  am 
about  to  repose  in  thee,"  he  said. 

"  What  need  1  I  am  a  woman,  as  thou 
afiirmest — one  of  those  fools  and  toys  of 
caprice,  as  thou  deemest  the  sex  ;  and  thou,  a 
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priest,  as  thy  garb  would  have  one  think — both 
fond  of  scandal  and  plotting,  some  have  it  ;  so 
why  need  an  oath  ?  Unburthen  thy  mind  ;  and 
or  thy  disclosures,  whate'er  they  be,  I  will 
bestow  on  thee  commodity  of  equal  value,  I'll 
warrant  me,''  returned  the  Maid  of  Kent. 

"  Well,  be  it  so  ;  for  though  thou  art  a  viler 
thing,  mayhap,  than  Cyprian's  devil,  being  a 
licentious  woman,  yet  in  that  I  have  to  propose 
to  thee  thine  own  fell  passion  can  best  and, 
indeed,  only  be  gratified.  It  may  be  that 
thou  wouldst  scarcely  deem  any  extremity  of 
the  flesh  an  evil  which  would  set  your  longing 
soul  at  rest,  and  as  a  means  to  such  an  end  thy 
self-imposed  secrecy  wilt  be  maintained.'^ 

''  Spare  thy  endless  reasonings,  monk.  I  am 
not  the  shallow  fool  thou  wouldst  find  me,  albeit 
my  blood  hath  lost  all  its  woman-tints.  Well 
thou  wettest  all  thy  toil  hath  been,  and  still  is, 
in  serpent  fashion,  to  twist  thy  coils  round  the 
soul  and  person  of  Aveline  More.  Nay  ;  never 
protest  I — I  discern  your  designs  almost  as  well 
as  the  fiend  who  prompts  them.     So,  prithee, 


56  BLACKFRIAES  ; 

without   further   parleying,  speak,    thou    friar, 
monk,  and  priest  of  dye  most  unmatched/' 

"  How  darest  thou  to  arraign  me  or  my 
deeds  V  began  the  sub-prior,  in  a  grating  voice, 
but,  with  a  sudden  change,  continuing  in  a 
cahuer  and  more  dignified  tone.  "  A  high  mind 
scorns  to  refute  a  base  charge,  as  mine  doth  now. 
A  clear  conscience,  by  the  rood,  can  disprove  even 
worse  accusal — as  doth  mine,  thine  !  What  care 
I,  a  known  ascetic,  concerning  the  false  leasings 
and  assertions  of  a  harridan  accursed  as  thou  V 

"If  it  be  true  that  ye  are  scandalled — the 
which  I  must  forget  myself  ere  I  believe — 
wherefore,  most  holy  monk,  dost  thou  confirm 
loose  talk  by  thy  pleasurable  disports  V  re- 
torted Elizabeth  Barton,  with  cutting  irony. 

"  What  care  I  for  such  windy  sayings  '?  Let 
the  liars  of  earth  he  on  ;  they  harm  me  not, 
nor  shalt  thou.  But,  natheless,  am  I  too  late 
minded  that  one  should  never  injure  but  where 
you  destroy,  or  one  but  sows  the  dragon's  teeth 
for  future  self-betrayal,  and  destruction,"  he 
answered,  in  low,  hoarse  accents. 
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"  Methinks  thou  art  nothing  else  than  a 
shaven  juggler,  after  all ;  but,  for  all  thy  cun- 
ning and  deceit,  thou  canst  not  startle  me  out 
of  my  belief,  nor  wilt  thou  swear  such  avowals 
as  these  when  the  eternal  record  is  before  thee 
I  tell  thee  it  is  not  in  thy  weak  and  treacherous 
humanity  to  resist  such  beauty  and  gi'ace  as 
that  encased  in  Mistress  More,  wert  thou  thrice 
more  sanctified,  thrice  more  subdued  by  years 
of  fasting  and  mortification,"'  persisted  Barton, 
with  a  glance  of  tranquil  scorn. 

It  w^ould  be  well-nigh  impossible  to  analyze 
the  strange,  furtive  glance  with  which  the  sub- 
prior  regarded  the  undaunted  woman.  There 
were  times  when  his  keen  dark  eyes  assumed 
an  almost  diaboHcal  expression,  while  their 
sultry  fires  appeared  to  shed  an  infernal  light 
on  his  marked  visage.  Such  looks  remind  one 
of  the  poet's  lines  : — 

"  Forth  from  its  raven  fringe  the  full  glance  flies, 
Ne'er  with  such  force  the  swiftest  arrow  flew  : 
'Tis  as  the  snake,  late  coiled,  who  pours  his  length 
And  hurls  at  once  his  venom  and  his  strength.'" 

c  3 
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He  ^'as,  however,  fearful  of  her  intermeddling 
in  the  nigh  perfection  of  success  to  which  he 
imagined  he  had  brought  his  dark  plottings, 
and  was  bent,  in  consequence,  upon  giving  full 
denial  to  her  accusal,  notwithstanding  her  mis- 
belief in  his  assertions.  He,  therefore,  with 
some  of  the  natural  fire  her  presence  and  her 
threatenings  had  excited,  answered  : — "  Thou 
art  a  Circe  fresh  from  hell,  and  hast  dreamed 
these  foul  lies  on  some  burning  pillow  of 
anguish,  and  comest  hither  bethinking  to  make 
me  share  thy  turpitude  in  hearing  them.  But 
though  it  needeth  not,  yet  I  tell  thee  thy  words 
are  false — false  as  thy  own  unwomanly  heart ; 
and  that  thou  art  damned  most  utterly  to 
calumniate  a  servant  of  God  more  blackly  than 
the  fiends  at  the  day  of  doom." 

"  Fathomless  traitor  and  villain  ! "  retorted 
the  Maid  of  Kent,  in  her  turn  roused  by  the 
frenzied  dialogue.  "  Know  you  not  it  would 
not  be  the  first  time  by  many  that  you  were 
mad  with  love  of  a  Christian  maid,  to  whom 
thou  hast  taught  sin  and  bequeathed  repent- 
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ance  1      Thou   base   abandoner,    thou    second 
more     murtherous    Cain,    beware    how    thou 
treadest  on  the  worm  thou  hast  created  !     Be 
thou   mindful    that    women,    provoked   to    ex- 
tremity, are  more  relentless  than  men,  as  water 
petrified  is  harder   than  nature's  rock.     Thine 
infamy — thy  crimes  are,  indeed,  great,  and  it 
much  wonders  me  Heaven  hath  spared  thee  so 
long.     Thou  liest  now  in  thy  denial ;  and  would 
I  were  a  man  to  battle  thee  on  it.     But  I  will, 
natheless,  baffle  this    new  black  perfection  of 
thy  cruel  soul.     Nay — nay,  I  will   not   keep 
silence  longer ;   thy  base  taunts  have   made  of 
me  a  demon  at  last,  who  peradventure  mayest 
hunt  thee  to  death.     'Slife  !  thou  hast  told  me 
lies    unnumbered,    far    worse  than   those    pro- 
pounded by  the  Black  One  ;  so  spare  thy  excuses, 
and  withhold  thy  promises.     I  will  have  none 
of  them.     I  never  did  put  faith  in  thee  since 
that   purj^le    day,    whose    gory    shadow    hath 
haunted  every  hour  of  subsequent  existence.     1 
will  choke  my  thoughts  no  longer,  and  plainly 
I   declare    thee  a  black,   felonious    miirtherer ! 
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Nay,  handle  me  not  with  such  bleared  eyes  and 
iron  muscles.  Keep  aloof!  I  bid  thee  take 
thy  villainous  hands  from  off  me.  Ha  !  woulds.t 
throttle  me,  too  '?  Hast  thou  not  blood  enough 
already  fuming  in  the  nostrils  of  Heaven  ^ 
Unhand  me.  or  I  call  for  help,  and  enlighten 
those  who  draw  nigh  of  the  devilish  saint  they 
possess  in  their  sub-prior !  Glare  at  me  as 
thou  wilt ;  if  you  were  a  famished  wolf  I  would 
fear  you  not — nor  anything  after  this  morn. 
See,  some  one  comes  ;  will  he  not,  bethink  you, 
be  amazed  to  hear  wranghng  in  the  presence  of 
such  an  one  as  Dan  Theodulph '?  Alas  !  you 
look  now  like  a  ghost  with  a  murder  on  its 
mind,  shaking  its  head  because  none  hath 
courage  to  question  you  of  its  meaning.^' 

As  she  spoke  thus  vehemently,  her  cheeks 
glowed,  her  eyes  flashed,  and  there  was  anima- 
tion, courage,  and  defiance  in  the  very  grace  of 
her  finely  outlined  form  ;  in  every  excited 
gesture  ;  in  the  determined  glare,  and  in  the 
haughty  disdain  which  mantled  her  face. 

It   is   impossible    to  assert  what   may  have 


OR,  THE    MOXKS    OF    OLD.  61 

happed  betwixt  such  fire-eyed  disputants  but 
for  this  sudden  apparition  of  one  of  the  lay 
brothers,  who  entered  the  church  in  discharge 
of  his  morning  manual  office.  All  the  sub- 
priors  usual  great  powers  of  reasoning  and 
self-control  were,  for  the  nonce,  whelmed  in  an 
angry  flood.  But  though  he  remained  most 
speakingly  silent,  yet  there  was  that  in  his  look 
which  told  of  the  terrific  fire  churning  within. 
Even  the  towering  spirit  of  Elizabeth  Barton  sank 
beneath  his  Satanic  glance,  while  she  turned  her 
head  from  him  and  shuddered.  > 

"Jesu-Maria!  thy  accusal  and  threatenings 
appear  as  if  taken  from  a  chapter  of  the 
Hundred  Tales,  albeit  pronounced  babblingly, 
as  aged  women  are  w^ont,"  he  said  at  last,  with 
a  great  effort,  as  they  moved  further  up  the 
church.  "  Thou  imagineth  thou  hast  me  cradled 
in  thy  power.  It  is  excellently  well ;  but  not 
3^et  hath  the  fiat  gone  forth  irrevocably  which 
shall  force  me  to  live  in  fear  of  betrayal  by 
any  mortal.  Thou  hast  threatened  me,  but  not 
for  naught,  as  shall  be  ere  long  seen.     I'll  have 
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no  whimpering  wantons  wailing  their  woes  at 
me,  and  hurhng  their  thunder,  when  it  pleaseth 
me  not  to  encourage  their  fell  passions.  So 
now  take  my  warning  or  nay  as  thou  listest. 
Though  you  have  hovered  thus  on  the  verge  of 
certain  direful  secrets,  I  tell  thee  I  fear  thee  not. 
Thou  canst  do  thy  utmost  harm  against  me,  an 
so  it  please  thee ;  but  thou  wilt  soon  perceive 
thy  miserable  fallacy.  Alack  !  we  are  a  nest  of 
vipers,  that  sting  each  other  for  lack  of  other 
victims.  But  be  thou  wise  in  time,  or  thy  neck 
shall  feel  the  edge  of  the  axe,  if  not  thy  body 
the  scorching  blast  of  the  furnace,  which  it  hath 
deserved,  by  most  certes  outdeserving  it  a  thou- 
.sand  times.  So  look  to  it,  Delilah,  that  thou 
keepest  a  curb  upon  thy  tongue,  or,  of  a  troth, 
I  will  have  thee  before  the  Chapter  as  a  per- 
verse and  dangerous  heretic.  This  will  I  do,  if 
thy  vengeance — as  thou  termest  thy  womanly 
pecking — force  me  to  it.  Despite  all  this,  too, 
it  marvels  me  much  that,  for  the  sake  of  those 
early  days  thou  now  so  much  revilest,  thou 
canst    attune   thy   heart   in   its   endeavour   to 
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chase  me  into  pitfalls,  and  counterplot  mine 
intents." 

The  overwhelming  scorn  and  indignation 
which,  as  he  made  an  end  of  speaking,  illu- 
minated her  face  with  a  species  of  celestial 
derision,  combined  with  the  curved  hps,  the 
well-shaped  nostrils  instinct  with  contempt, 
presented  an  imagery  almost  subhme  in  its 
sultry  passion  and  bold  beauty. 

"  Nay,  nay,  speak  not  of  the  past.  You  have 
played  on  that  string  until  long  ago  it  broke. 
The  magic  of  your  early  power  is  no  longer  on 
my  heart ;  and  for  the  fleeting  time  that  it  was 
have  I  since  paid  most  bitter  forfeit.  No  night 
of  quiet  sleep — no  day  of  tranquil  thought, 
have  since  been  my  portion.  Oh  !  could  I  have 
foreseen  all  that  was  coming  on  me,  I  had  not 
so  utterly  lost  myself  But  though  the  fiends 
themselves  know  no  names  for  thy  crimes,  I  will 
leave  thee  to  compass  thine  own  destruction 
without  let  or  hindrance,  provided  thou  wilt 
forego  thy  dark  and  leprous  designings  against 
Mistress  lUore,  whom  I  have  sworn  to  protect,  and 
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will,  though  it  be  amid  the  murkiest  midnight 
thy  traitherous  enterprises  wert  ever  covered 
withal.  But,  hark  ! — didst  thou  not  hear  some 
piteous  outcry  for  aidance '?"  asked  the  Maid 
of  Kent,  suddenly  stopping,  as  if  spell-bound. 

"  Tush  ! — I  heard  no  such  outcry,  albeit  on 
the  hsten,"  answered  the  sub-prior,  turning  on 
his  companion  a  livid  look  of  suppressed  wrath. 
"I  swear  to  thee.  Barton,  by  all  the  joys  of 
heaven  and  the  pains  of  hell,  I  seek  but  to  see 
Mistress  More  passed  into  some  sure  and  strict 
ward,  as  the  betrothed  of  the  Lord  Jesu  !  Our 
Lady  forefend  she  should  float  away  in  the  great 
tide-stream  for  want  of  pilotage,  to  be  wrecked 
on  the  shore  of  worldly  sin  and  sorrow." 

"  Why,  sooth  to  say,  thou  art  the  very  bell- 
w^ether  of  black  sheep — a  white  and  black 
Judas  !"  exclaimed  the  Maid,  with  a  caustic 
smile.  "  Thou  hast,  too,  a  better  brain  to 
devise  than  heart  to  execute  ;  but,  for  all  that, 
I  credit  not  thine  oaths.  Prithee,  therefore,  tell 
me,  dan  monk,  where  is  Mistress  More  at  the 
present  moment  ?      In  what  ill-omened  lodging 
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hast  thou  stowed  her  ?  Nay,  forbear  useless 
denial ;  your  divulgment  respecting  her  safe 
keeping  just  now  more  than  confessed  it.  Thou 
canst  not  gratify  thy  fell  passion  for  her, 
sithence  she  is  betrothed  to  one  who  would 
rather  die  a  miUion  deaths — ay,  rather  the 
perpetual  death  of  Prometheus — than  any  evil 
should  befall  her,  though  it  were  even  from 
you,  her  ghostly  confessor  Prithee,  spare  thy 
further  threats.  They  pall  upon  me  now,  and 
lack  the  taste  of  terror.  But  I  will  not  away 
from  this  until  thou  dost  introduce  me  to 
Mistress  More  in  her  hapless  confinement,  one 
of  many  in  this  monastery,  nathedoubt,  where 
the  sun,  which  penetrates  all  things,  fails  to 
detect  their  hidden  misery,  or,  mayhap,  the 
blessed  luminary  would  reflect  the  dismal  pic- 
tures in  heaven."' 

"  Then  tarry  here  till  doomsday,  for  Mistress 
More  is  ere  this  within  the  saving  walls  of  our 
Lady  of  Grace  at  Clerkenwell,  whither  I  have 
sent  her,  under  trusty  guidance,  until  these 
storms  threatening  her  eternal  plight  be  o'er- 
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past/'  retorted  the  sub-prior,  with  a  sardonic 
smile  on  his  white  Kps,  and  with  hatred  in  his 
deep-set  eyes,  while  he  turned  away  and  pro- 
ceeded down  the  aisle  towards  the  great  door 
of  the  church. 

"  Ha ! — in  God's  sooth,  say  you  so,  dan 
monk'?"  exclaimed  Barton,  with  surprised 
satisfaction ;  and  then  muttered  to  herself, 
"  Tis  well ;  she  can  tarry  there  more  safely 
than  anywhere  else  I  wot  of  within  hand- reach.' 
She  then  added  aloud,  as  they  passed  through 
the  magnificent  porch  into  the  great  yard, 
"  But  what  faith  can  I  put  in  thy  words — 
thou  who  art  her  sultry  lover,  and  hast  ever 
esteemed  eternity  itself  as  brief  as  the  light- 
ning's flash,  could  love  and  beauty  fill  thy  grasp 
for  ever  V 

"  The  way  to  Clerkenwell  is  open  to  all. 
Get  thee  thither,  and  seek  thy  respondel  there," 
he  answered ;  and,  with  a  smile  there  was  no 
anal^^zing,  he  left  her  in  the  convent  close,  and 
proceeded  on  his  way  into  the  precincts. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

|n  t\}t  ^an^s  of  tin  ifotolcr. 

JgfHE  sub-prior  had  scarce  traversed  the  first 
narrow  close  of  the  densely  populated 
Wilderness,  ere  he  bethought  him  of  some 
change  in  his  darkly-conceived  plannings,  and 
thereupon  suddenly  turning  short  he  entered 
a  small  alle}^,  which  conducted  him  back  to 
another  part  of  the  bisecting  wall.  Wishing  to 
avoid  a  re-meeting  with  the  Maid  df  Kent,  he 
followed  the  line  of  the  wall  until  he  came  to 
the  visitor's  entrance.  Through  this  he  pene- 
trated, muttering  a  Benedicite  to  the  lay  brother 
who,  ^s  gateward,  sat  within  a  small  recess,  and 
pursued  his  way  across  the  convent  cemetery, 
which  lay  on  this,  the  eastern,  side,  and  thus 
reached  the  Monastery  through  the  Pro -aula  or 
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visitor's  anteroom.  He  followed  the  line  of  the 
great  cloister,  and  then  entered  the  church 
through  the  vestiary.  He  did  not  seem  to  fear 
detection  in  his  proceedings,  though  he  gazed 
warily  around  through  the  pillared  avenues  of 
the  vast  aisles  and  into  the  soft  grey  light  of 
the  recessed  chapels,  seeking,  if  possible,  to 
avoid  all  interference  or  questioning.  The  time 
being  that  between  the  offices  of  lauds  and 
sexts,  he  knew  the  general  body  of  the  friars 
would  be  dispersed  attending  to  their  several 
morning  avocations.  He  approached  the  en- 
trance of  the  Chapel  of  the  Holy  Mother  of 
God  with  caution,  and  with  almost  silent  foot- 
falls. He  stood  still,  for  a  minute's  span,  beside 
the  iron  sdreenwork,  but  the  next  entered  the 
chapel,  and  knelt  before  the  altar.  This  latter 
act  was  not  performed  in  discharge  of  an}'- 
rehgious  impulse,  or  for  the  purpose  of  prayer 
or  thanksgiving.  It  was  a  mere  act  of  pre- 
caution, lest  peradventure  some  unseen  observa- 
tion had  marked  his  movements,  and  sought  to 
make  inquisition  of  his  acts,  at  the  same  time 
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that  it  gave  him,  a  safe  opportunity  to  reconsider 
his  newly  awakened  resolve. 

"Ay,  ay  !  it  must  be  so.  She  will  be 
safer  there  than  here.  The  Abbess  will  obey 
my  enjoinings,  even  though  it  were  against  the 
king's  mandatory.  If  she  tarries  here  she  may 
be  inquired  for  at  Clerkenwell ;  and,  not  being 
there,  suspicion  would  surely  light  on  me.  Her 
seraph  beauty  and  purity  will  be  safe  there  ; 
and,  by  the  mass,  sooner  than  they  should  not 
be  so,  I  would  sacrifice  life  itself!  I  would 
rather  behold  this  vast  globe  turned  into  one 
great  charnel-house  than  suffer  another's  lips  to 
taste  the  heaven  of  hers !  None  else  must 
gather  their  honey  than  I,  who  love  her,  dote 
on  her,  worship  her,  even  to  the  poorest  thing 
she  smiles  on.  Her  coy  reluctance  hath  more 
of  magic  in  it  than  all  the  wanton  ways  of  a 
thousand  fallen  Eves.  She  will  not  altogether 
despise  me  when  Time  shall  have  removed  the 
landmarks  of  her  past  existence,  and  proved  by 
many  and  successive  ensamples  the  earnest 
fealtj  of  my  heart.      Ever  when  I  think  of  her 
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am  I  shorn  of  my  strength,  and  am  at  sea  amid 
the  tossing  tempest  of  my  thoughts.  She  must 
be  mine — mine,  as  the  reward  of  toil  and 
danger  so  great.  I  have  been,  still  am,  and 
must  remain  the  sole  physician  of  her.  sweet 
body,  though,  mayhap,  the  issue  drags  us  both 
down  to  the  nethermost  hell !  But  I  must  be 
up  and  stirring — further  delay  w^ere  over  dan- 
gerous/^ 

Having  mused  thus  blackly  for  a  few  minutes, 
he  wiped  the  dark  dew  from  his  brow,  while  an 
ague-like  shudder  passed  over  his  whole  frame. 
He  then  quickly  arose  from  his  kneeling  posi- 
tion, and  approached  the  doorway  of  the  secret 
shrine,  or  oratory,  in  which  he  had  so  lately  left 
her.  He  found  her  in  a  very  woe-begone  plight, 
kneeling  before  the  rarely  enamelled  altar, 
sobbingly  imploring  support  and  aidance  from 
the  Queen  of  Heaven.  Though  he  drank  in 
her  rich  and  glowing  loveliness,  yet  it  refreshed 
not  as  it  had  done  aforetime,  when  it  had  been 
animated  by  the  lustre  of  the  bright  spirit 
within. 


OR,  THE    MONKS    OF    OLD.  71 

"In  te  domine  speramus,  non  confundar  in 
eternam"  he  proclaimed  in  a  soft,  mellow,  hypo- 
critical tone,  as  he  perceived  she  detected  not 
his  advance. 

"  Oh  !  holy  father — is  it  thou '?  Leave  me  not 
again  in  this  lone  dismal  solitude,  or  perchance 
I  shall  madden,"  she  cried,  as  she  turned  hastily, 
but  feeling  suddenly  dizzy,  she  clutched  his  robe, 
and  the  next  moment  she  was  encircled  by  his 
serpent  arms,  while  his  hot  lips,  glowing  hke 
living  coals,  pressed  themselves  on  her  pallid 
brow.  She,  however,  quickly  writhed  herself 
from  his  hands  and  sank  upon  the  marble-floor, 
where,  for  a  w^hile  vibrating  as  it  were  between 
time  and  eternity,  she  lay  motionless  and 
still. 

"  God  aniend  it !  but  this  is  altogether  mis- 
fortunate,''  he  muttered,  after  a  long  glance  of 
many  dark  contending  emotions.  He  then 
hastily  entered  the  chapel,  and,  disregarding  the 
sanctity  of  the  altar-plate,  irreverently  seized  one 
of  the  golden  chalices  containing  wine  ready  for 
the  office  of  mass,  and  proceeded  to  administer 
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some  of  its  nourishing  contents  to  the  slowly 
recovering  form  of  Aveline  More. 

''  Ha  !  Madonna  help  me  !''  prayed  the  hap- 
less girl,  as  she  regained  strength  and  sen- 
sibility. 

"She  will  hear  thee,  beauteous  daughter,  if 
thou  wilt  but  do  her  bidding.  She  awaits  thee 
in  celestial  presence  within  the  saving  walls  of 
her  sanctuary  at  Clerkenwell,  and  thither  will  I 
now^  convey  thee.  Time  is  precious  ;  for,  as  I  was 
about  to  disclose  to  thee  when  thou  didst  so 
untow^ardly  pass  into  thy  s wound,  that  already 
have  the  hirelings  of  thy  courtly  ravisher  been 
seeking  for  thee  both  far  and  near,  and  w^ill  per- 
adventure  stay  not  till  they  have  searched  even 
these  saving  w^alls,"  said  Dan  Theodulph,  with 
unmatched  subtlety. 

'•  Ha  !  is  it  so  \  Sancta  Maria  I  I  will  away 
with  thee,  father,  and  without  further  tarriance. 
But  I  pray  thee  tell  me  has  all  thou  hast  so 
hopelessly  disclosed  to  me  of  a  verity  come  to 
pass  1"  she  exclaimed,  in  most  tearful  earnestness. 

"  I  swear  to  thee,  dearest  child,  bv  heaven  and 
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all  that  therein  is ;  by  the  earth,  and  all 
that  is  thereon  ;  by  the  souls  of  the  saints  ; 
by  the  bones  of  the  holy  martyrs  ;  by  mine  own 
salvation  and  priesthood  ;  by  your  regard  and 
esteem,  which  I  hold  dearer  far  than  life,  and  to 
win  which  I  would  gladly  peril  a  thousand  such 
existences  as  mine,  I  have  imparted  to  thee,  in 
that  I  have  sorrowfully  told  thee,  naught  but 
the  blessed,  living  truth  !"  he  replied,  firmly  and 
impressively,  albeit  a  darkening  shade  of  the 
hideous  perjury  passed  across  his  broad  fore- 
head. 

"  0  sacred  Virgin,  grant  me  thy  help  !  I  am 
ready,  father,  guide  me  to  my  rest,''  exclaimed 
Aveline,  in  the  hollow  accents  of  despair,  as  she 
almost  unconsciously  led  the  way  into  the  chapel 
and  forth  from  thence  into  the  church. 

''  Laus  deo  semper  r  impiously  soliloquised  the 
sub-prior,  as  after  restoring  the  chapel  to  its 
wonted  order  he  joyfully  and  triumphantly 
followed  her.  "  Draw  well  thy  hood,  daughter, 
over  thy  face,  and  muffle  thy  cloak  around  thee," 
he  added,  as  they  proceeded  down  the  church. 

VOL.    III.  D 
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The  J  passed  forth  without  let  or  hmdrance  ; 
for  the  sub-prior  was  the  official  most  dreaded 
for  his  stern  rule,  most  revered  for  his  devout  asce- 
tism,  aud  then  proceeding  through  the  least  fre- 
quented ways  of  the  precincts,  they  at  last  reached 
the  postern  in  the  outer  walls  that  opened  on  to 
the  landing-stairs  by  which  Royalty  disembarked 
and  embarked  on  their  journey ings  to  and  fro 
the  monastery.  Passing  forth  by  means  of  a 
key  w^hich  Dan  Theodulph  carried  at  his  girdle, 
he  immediately  re-secured  the  door,  and  calling 
a  sculler,  of  which  there  were  several  close  at 
hand,  beside  the  mouth  of  the  Fleet,  they  entered 
the  small  boat,  and  their  Charon,  in  pursuance  of 
orders,  pulled  them 'up  the  narrow  stream  to  a 
point  where  it  ceased  to  be  navigable,  within  a 
small  basin  jnst  beyond  the  junction  of  the  two 
steep  woody  hills,  then  and  still  denominated 
Snow  and  Holbourne.  Arrived  here  they  left 
their  water-carriage  and  stepped  out  upon  a 
small  pier  well  shaded  by  a  group  of  alders  and 
broad-branched  oaks. 

Proceeding  for  a  short  distance  up  the  pretty 
valley  through  which  the  silvery  though  narrow 
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Fleet  wended  its  glistening  way,  they  at  last 
inclined  slightly  to  the  right  and  penetrated 
the  wood}^  uplands  around,  and  shortly  emerged 
upon  Clerkenwell  Green,  surrounded  by  a 
cluster  of  cottages  inhabited  by  the  dependents 
and  vassalage  of  the  three  great  ecclesiastical 
structures'"  that  possessed  between  them  the 
whole  of  the  surrounding  country.  Close  at 
hand  were  the  original  Close,  Vineyard,  Coppice 
Row,  Saffron  Hill,  ]\Iount  Pleasant,  and  the  Holy 
Well,  the  latter  belching  forth  throughout  day 
and  night  a  copious  stream  of  pellucid  water. 
They  speedily  arrived  before  the  gate  of  the 
nunnery — a  handsome  Gothic  structure  of  very 
remote  antiquity,  situated  in  a  broad  and  cul- 
tivated expanse  of  pleasure  grounds  and  park 
lands.  Admitted  immediately  by  the  yeoman 
porter  who  kept  the  gate,  on  his  recognizing 
the  sub-prior — a  not  uncommon  visitor — they 
were  conducted  to  a  handsome  chamber  called 
the     Guest's     Parlour.      The    prioress,   simply 

*  Clerkenwell  Nunnery,    and    the   monasteries    of    the 
Knights  of  St.  John  and  of  the  Chartreux, 
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attired,  quickly  attended,  and  as  readily  agreed 
to  the  sub-prior's  behest,  for  the  safe  careance  of 
his  forlorn  but  gentle  penitent.  Having  briefly 
explained  her  position,  and  that  her  tarriance 
might  be  for  ever,  albeit  it  was  impossible  to 
foredeem  for  a  day  or  two  the  necessities  of  the 
future,  he  left  the  despairing  lady  with  these 
parting  words  of  seeming  severe  and  reverential 
enjoining  :  — 

**  Bethink  thee  well,  dear  daughter,  ere  I  visit 
thee  again,  that  to  God,  and  Him  alone,  dost 
thou  belongo  None  shall  claim  thee  beside,  for  has 
He  not  protected  thee  with  the  wings  of  angels 
in  thy  wild  transgression,  when  fierce  temptation 
sought  to  hurl  thee  into  its  burning  furnace '? 
Of  a  surety  He  has  yearned  to  possess  thee — 
thee  whom  He  has  adorned  with  so  many 
excellencies — for  Himself.  It  may  be  that  thy 
safety  wilt  not  permit  thee  to  tarry  here  o'er 
long,  so  hold  thyself  in  readiness  with  thy  loins 
girded  to  accompany  me  on  the  moment  should 
fresh  danger  threaten  even  amid  this  holy  calm, 
and  I  come  to  snatch  thee   from  it.     I  have 
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brought  thee  hither  ad  majorem  Dei  gloriam,'^' 
and  that  thou  shouldst  be  no  longer  racked  in 
that  eventful  stage  of  the  soul-journey  amid 
the  wilderness  of  thought  and  sentiment  which 
hath  been  so  well  rhymed  : — 

"  '  "WTiile  still  pursuing,  still  unblest, 
Thou  wander' d  on,  nor  durst  thou  rest.' 

'•  Thou  wast  bred  in  the  true  faith,  by  me 
instructed  in  its  saving  doctrines,  by  me  snatched 
from  the  world  of  scandal  before  it  had  made 
thee  its  own,  and  thus  by  me  placed  in  the 
garden  of  the  saints,  where  thou  wilt  be  sheltered 
from  every  blast  of  evil,  and  cherished  with  the 
w^armth  of  celestial  breathings,  which  will,  I 
doubt  not,  glow  on  thee  with  healing  on  their 
wings.  And  now  be  of  good  cheer,  dear  child, 
till  I  see  thee  again.     Benedicite  /" 

He  then  made  his  farewell  to  the  prioress  and 
departed.  He  pursued  his  backward  way  with 
slow  and  thoughtful  steps,  for  he  had  much  to 

*  For  the  greater  glory  of  God. 
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bethink  himself  of,  in  the  state  to  which  he  had 
so  blackly  nursed  his  traitherous  schemes,  while 
his  head  was  full  of  forecasting  cares  and  past- 
harrowing  crimes.  His  battle  had  long  been 
with  '  nocturnal  fear,'  and  '  the  noonday  devil ;' 
and  in  recalling  the  past  there  was  much  to 
make  the  strong  man  tremble,  much  to  make 
him  fear  a  time  of  slow-coming  reckoning.  The 
future,  however,  held  forth  to  his  hopeful  vision 
and  foul  heart  teeming  treasures  that  mingled 
golden  particles  with  his  leaden  reveries,  and  so 
with  3^esterday's  '  stunning  sounds  and  voices  all 
confused'  in  memoriam,  and  with  to-morrow's 
'  dulcet  symphonies  and  voices  sweet'  in  futurum, 
he  wended  on  his  lone  and  dismal  path. 

"  Ay,  ay,  by  the  mass,  these  are  eventful 
times,  and  it  needs  must  we  keep  pace  with  the 
age  and  be  armed  on  all  points  !"  he  muttered  at 
last,  as  if  to  give  his  ruminations  the  fuller 
authority  of  sound.  "  But  what  mean  these 
mazy  feelings  within  '?  There  are,  I  well  weet, 
divers  seasons  of  the  heart,  and  we  are  not 
always  the   same.     The  plant   of  love  has  its 
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spring,  summer,  autumn  and  -winter,  each  sub- 
ject to  considerable  perturbations  ;  yet  amid  this 
new  phrenzy,  it  beseems  that  its  spring  and  sum- 
mer are  still  the  most  ravishing  and  the  longest 
remembered.  Of  a  troth,  well,  too  well  hath  it 
been  averred  that  the  cowl  maketh  not  the 
monk.  Eight  years  ago — eight  years  ago  !  Oh  ! 
could  that  fearful  chasm  be  again  rebridged,  I 
would  not  be  the — the  living  lie  T  am  this 
day."  He  stood  for  a  moment  suddenly  still 
and  silent,  while  his  whole  frame  shook  as  with 
an  ague.  Had  any  been  on  the  watch,  they 
might  readily  have  bethought  they  looked  upon 
a  man  condemned  to  some  most  direful  doom, 
while  reflecting  on  it  in  the  utmost  perturbation 
And  well  might  it  be  so.  For  amid  the  excesses 
of  the  midnight  revel,  ere  the  cloister  covered  his 
sins,  when  the  bright  wines  sparkled  in  Venetian 
glasses  and  the  grapes  blushed  in  antique  silver 
baskets,  when  lofty  lamps  filled  the  chambers 
with  rosy  colouring  and  rich  perfume,  and  when 
the  heedless  ribaldry  of  his  companions  resounded 
through  hall  and  chamber,  there  then  came  to 


80  BLACKFRIARS  ; 

him  from  out  the  past  a  terrible  blood-freezing 
memory.  Amid  the  latter  scenes  of  his  career, 
amid  the  pomp  and  ceremony  of  Romish  ritual, 
the  debates  of  the  chapter,  the  solemnities  of  the 
mass,  the  silence  of  the  cloister,  the  glare  of  the 
noonday  sun,  and,  worst  of  all,  the  silence  of  the 
voiceless  night,  still  came,  ever  fresh,  ever  green, 
that  fatal  Cain-cursed  whisper  to  haunt  the 
present  and  all  future  time.  Go  whither  he 
would,  occupy  himself  as  he  might,  seek  company 
and  engrossing  debate,  or  betake  himself  to 
soHtude  and  prayer,  still  one  fearful  secret  was 
ever  present.  It  wavered  before  his  mental 
vision  as  something  palpable  and  visible.  It 
seemed  traced  in  blood-red  characters  on  the 
fragrant  earth,  in  the  buoyant  air  and  on  the 
glimmering  water,  imparting  even  to  the  bright 
summer  time  the  gloom  of  winter.  It  re-echoed 
ever  in  his  ears,  it  was  always  seeking  utterance 
through  his  tongue,  it  held  supreme  sway  in  his 
soul.  There  was  no  avoiding,  no  forgetting,  no 
crushing  out  that  fatal  secret — the  dark,  dark 
secret  of  his  life. 
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"Oh  !  that  I  had  never  known  the  curse  of 
consciousness  ;  for  I  haA^e  verily  a  torture  within 
which  mocks  at  all  things  of  fear  and  anguish. 
There  is  no  need  to  spend  weary  hours  in  vigil 
and  in  praj^er,  for  my  soul  will  remain  unshriven 
to  the  day  of  doom.  Oh !  for  the  waves  of 
Lethe  to  wash  the  past  ever  from  my  memory. 
Sathanos — prince  of  hell — hear  me  !'' 

After  this  outspoken  monologue,  he  of  a 
sudden  burst  into  a  frantic  peal  of  laughter 
which  rang  far  and  near  through  the  mead  and 
woodland  he  was  slowly  traversing.  Afterwards 
he  clutched  his  brows  with  his  fevered  hands  as 
if  he  imagined  his  intellect  to  be  wavering, 
"My  brains  are  whirling  on  a  mill-wheel,"  he 
exclaimed,  in  a  wild,  almost  shrieking,  tone  ; 
"  and  presently  I  shall  curse  the  sun  that  shines 
on  me,  and  the  God  that  made  me !" 

He  at  this  moment  passed  a  wayside  shrine, 
and,  in  a  sudden  revulsion  of  feeling,  or  in 
subservience  to  the  reverential  training  enforced 
by  his  long  monastic  discipline,  he  suddenly 
threw  himself  before  a  small  image  of  the  Virgin, 
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and  recited  the  following  portion  of  the  ofl&ce  of 
mass,  with  an  earnestness  and  impressiveness 
very  foreign  to  his  usual  habit : — "  Confiteor  Deo 
Omnipotenti,  beatce  Marice,  semper  Virginia  heato 
Michaeli  archajigelo,  heato  Joanni  Baptistce, 
Sanctis  Apostolis  Petro  et  Paulo,  omnibus  Sanctis 
et  tihi  Pater,  quia  peccavi  nimis  cogitatione,  verho 
et  opera.  Med  culpa !  Med  culpa  !  med  maxima 
culpa ! " 

He  arose  and  proceeded  on  his  way  in  a 
more  com.posed  though  in  a  hardly  less  darkly- 
planning  frame  of  mind.  "  It  is  passing  strange, 
think  as  I  will  of  her  now,  yet  the  past  ever 
recalls  me  her  voice,  so  soft — so  gentle,  that  it 
sounds  back  like  a  strain  of  old  and  well-remem- 
bered music  on  the  winds  of  memory.  Ay,  often 
has  it  come  in  the  slow  hours  of  many  a  cheerless 
day,  in  the  dead  calm  silence  of  many  a  change- 
less night,  and  through  the  long  dark  vista  of 
many  monotonous  years.  And  yet  now%  I  hate 
to  hear  the  very  sound  of  her  voice  ;  while  my 
blood  seems  ever  to  curdle  at  the  approach  of 
tliis  one  time  Nun  of  Kent.     T  must  crush  her 
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if  I  would  succeed  in  mj  present  purpose — the 
sole  hope  of  a  hopeless  existence.  Opportunity 
is  not  wanting,  her  wilful  heresy  and  outspoken 
treason  are  each  sufficient  of  themselves  to 
bring  down  an  earthly  judgment  on  her.  Away 
then  all  doubt,  all  hesitation,  all  further  delay. 
She  will  hunt  me  to  exposure,  ruin,  and  death 
if  I  stay  not  her  career.  It  is  a  life-struggle 
at  ween  us.  Away  then  with  her  to  the  shambles, 
if  need  be  !  Let  her  blood  be  also  on  this  head 
already  accursed.  Foul  fall  the  day  when  I 
spared  her  in  her  early  youth,  for  ever  since  she 
hath  fooled  and  foiled  me  utterly  ;  ever  proved 
my  shame,  my  curse,  my  betrayal.  But  an  end 
now  approacheth — she  hath  this  morn  sealed  her 
fate,  no  matter  what  the  ill-starred  consequences 
to  myself,  even  though  they  should  result  in 
torture  eternal.  It  shall  be  seen  that  my  last 
hours  belie  not  my  life,  and  that  on  the  verge  of 
grim  death  I  play  not  the  dastard,  or  tremble  at 
my  state.  But  I  must  be  on  and  stirring ;  who 
knows,  her  removal  may  bring  me  somewhat  of 
earth  joy  in  the  presence  and  arms  of  another  ; 
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and  then  the  blood  which  hath  so  long  r.usted  in 
my  soul,  shall  be  again  glowingly  uncongealed, 
and  the  curse  of  violated  vows  will  no  longer 
press  heavily  upon  me,  albeit  that  of  Cain 
remains  indefaceable.  Ah,  sweet  Aveline  !  thou 
must  henceforth  be  like  soft  wax  in  the  hands  of 
thy  brotherly  confessor,  to  take  what  form  he 
listeth.  But  now  to  complete  my  plans,  and 
secure  the  means  of  worldly  enjoyment  in  other 
lands  whither  my  fate  calls  me — to  scenes  and 
duties  which  shall  end  or  mend  it.  Gold  must 
be  got,  and  from  him  who  hath  must  it  be 
taken.  I  must  value  it  henceforth  as  the  sole 
architect  of  power  and  peace.  The  day  wears  ; 
I  must  seek  the  aidance  of  this  swashbuckler, 
Captain  Roche,  and  then  to-morrow  night  visit 
the  castle  well,  where  lieth  hidden  the  hoarded 
treasures  of  Master  Verstegans." 

As  he  proceeded  onward,  these  thoughts 
gradually  worked  into  vitahty,  and,  ere  he 
approached  St.  Paul's,  had  settled  themselves 
down  into  a  definite  course  of  action.  Passing 
round   the    southern  portion  of  the   enclosure 
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surrounding  the  great  cathedral,  he  made  his 
way  to  the  eastern  entrance  of  the  monastery, 
when  a  great  multitude  assembled  around  the 
antient  cross  of  a  sudden  attracted  his  attention, 
while  words  in  its  midst  uttered  loudly  in  a 
female  voice  made  him  draw  nigh,  and  ere  long 
listen  in  astonished  and  vengeful  delight. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Raul's  Cross* — C^e  f^tte.— C^«  P^uib's  Sajun. 

TN  the  midst  of  the  enclosure  called  the  church- 
yard— of  much  larger  extent  than  the  in- 
significant one  of  modern  times — was  a  "  pulpit- 
cross  of  timber,  mounted  upon  steps  of  stone, 
and  covered  with  lead/'  *  erected  as  far  back  as 
1290. 

The  uses  to  which  this  cross,  or  pulpit,  were 
put  during  its  existence  were  very  numerous 
and  diverse.  Among  them,  however,  may  most 
notably  be  mentioned,  sermons  every  Sabbath 
forenoon,  the  reading  of  royal  proclamations, 
the  taking  of  oaths  of  allegiance  to  the  king, 
the  promulgation  of  the  pope's  bulls  and  the 
anathemas  and  publicly  enforced   penances  of 

*  JMaitlancl,  948. 
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the  Charch  of  Rome,  the  announcement  of  new 
orders  made  by  the  city  authorities,  and  the 
holding  of  pubHc  meetings.  Careful  provision 
was  made  for  the  different  preachers  at  the 
cross  on  the  Sabbath-day  out  of  the  corporate 
funds  of  the  city  ;  for  it  appears  that,  in  those 
days,  and  during  fine  weather,  it  was  a  fashion- 
able place  of  religious  resort,  the  mayor,  alder- 
men, and  chief  citizens  always  attending,  and 
frequently  many  courtiers  and  others  of  note. 

In  these  more  reserved  and  courteous  days 
we  are  unable  to  understand  the  Hcense  which 
public  preachers  and  lecturers  permitted  them- 
selves in  the  sixteenth  century,  or  the  violent 
and  contemptuous  language  which  people  high 
in  rank  and  authority  were  ofttimes  enforced  to 
listen  to.  St.  Ambrose  did  not  more  haughtily 
hold  to  rebuke  the  Emperor  Theodosius  than 
did  John  Knox  Queen  Mary  and  her  courtiers 
on  the  vanities  of  Holyrood.  Latimer  spoke  as 
freely  to  Henry  VIII  of  neglected  duties,  and 
of  those  he  ought  to  pursue,  as  he  was  wont  to 
do  to  the  peasant  flock  of  his  AYiltshire  parish  ; 
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while  the  Catholic  priests,  it  seems,  displayed 
even  more  boldly  and  more  loudly  their  pre- 
sumption and  disrespect ;  for,  saith  the  his- 
torian,* "  on  Sunday,  the  1st  of  May,  the  pulpit 
at  Greenwich  was  occupied  by  Father  Peto, 
afterwards  Cardinal  Peto,  famous  through 
Europe  as  a  Catholic  incendiary,  but  at  this 
time  an  undistinguished  brother  of  the  Obser- 
vants' convent.  His  sermon  had  been  upon  the 
story  of  Ahab  and  Naboth,  and  his  text  had 
been — 'Where  the  dogs  licked  the  blood  of 
Naboth,  even  there  shall  they  lick  thy  blood, 
0  king!'— the  king  (Henry  VIII)  and  all 
the  court  were  present.  The  1st  of  May  being 
a  great  holiday  of  the  English  year,  was  always 
observed  at  Greenwich  with  pecuHar  splendour. 
At  the  end  of  his  sermon  he  turned  directly  to 
Henry,  and,  assuming  to  himself  the  mission  of 
Micaiah,  he  closed  his  address  in  the  following 
audacious  w^ords — '  And  now,  0  king  !  hear 
what  I  say  to  thee.     I  am  that  Micaiah  whom 

*  Froude. 


OK,  THE   MONKS   OF    OLD.  89 

thou  wilt  hate,  because  I  must  tell  thee  truly 
that  this  marriage'"  is  unlawful,  and  I  know  that 
I  shall  eat  the  bread  of  afSiction  and  drink  the 
waters  of  sorrow  ;  yet,  because  the  Lord  hath 
put  it  in  my  mouth,  I  must  speak  it.  There 
are  other  preachers — yea,  too  many — which 
preach  and  persuade  thee  otherwise ;  feeding 
thy  folly  and  frail  affections  upon  hopes  of  their, 
own  worldly  promotion,  and  by  that  means 
they  betray  thy  soul,  thy  honour,  and  thy 
posterity  to  obtain  fat  benefices,  to  become  rich 
abbots  and  bishops,  and  I  know  not  what. 
These,  I  say,  are  the  four  hundred  prophets 
w^ho,  in  the  spirit  of  lying,  seek  to  deceive 
thee.  Take  heed  lest  thou,  being  seduced,  find 
AhaVs  punishment,  who  had  his  blood  hcked 
up  by  dogs.'"t 

With  similar  vehemence,  hcense,  and  fear- 
lessness did  the  Maid  of  Kent,  on  the  morn 
whereof  we  are  now  writing,  harangue  from  St. 
Paul's  pulpit  a  large  concourse  of  people,  who 

*  With  Anne  Bolejn. 
f  Fronde's  History  of  England,  vol.  i.  p.  374. 
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listened  intently,  with  mouths  agape  and  throb- 
bing breasts,  to  the  stirring  language  and 
dangerous  doctrines  she  breathed  forth.  Her 
lecture  formed  a  strange  antithesis  to  a  scene 
which  had  taken  place  just  previously,  and 
which  had  thus,  without  forethought  or  pre- 
paration of  any  kind  on  her  part,  called  forth 
her  self-dangerous  powers  of  eloquence  and 
heresy. 

We  have  in  an  earUer  chapter  referred  to  the 
renewed  persecution  which  had  taken  place  upon 
the  open  and  formidable  advance  of  the  new 
learning.  The  conduct  of  it  at  first  was  under- 
taken by  Wolsey,  who,  to  his  praise  be  it 
recorded,  used  his  high  authority  with  peculiar 
leniency.  But  after  the  great  Cardinal's  fall, 
it  declined  into  more  bigoted  hands,  and  there- 
upon the  Smithfield  fires  recommenced.  The 
philosopher  of  the  Utopia,  the  friend  of 
Erasmus,  he  whose  life  was  of  blameless  beauty, 
whose  genius  was  cultivated  to  the  highest 
attainable  perfection,  the  great  patriot,  the 
noble     statesman — Sir    Thomas    More — hated 
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heresy,  and  displayed  his  hatred  in  open  acts 
to  heretics — his  sole  blemish.  With  Wolsey 
heres}^  was  only  an  error  — with  More  it  was  a 
crime.  Wolsey  chastised  its  followers  with 
whips ;  but.  it  may  be  well  said,  More  smote 
them  with  serpents.  Many  are  the  able  stories 
told  by  historians  of  the  Reformation,  in  which 
persecution  is  mirrored  with  its  true  lights  and 
shadows,  unexaggerated  by  rhetoric.  It  is  not, 
therefore,  within  our  province  to  allude  to  them 
here,  save  to  one  solitary  example,  and  then 
only  so  far  as  may  be  necessary  for  our  context ; 
for  it  hath  been  well  said  that  ''  the  early  history 
of  Protestantism  is  the  history  of  its  martyrs 
and  confessors,  and  its  evidences  those  of  their 
endurance  and  suffering."* 

Among  the  first  ensamples  of  the  resuscitated 
persecution  in  England,  were  those  of  Barnes 
and  Latimer,  who,  just  previous  to  his  fall,  had 
been  summoned  before  Wolsey.  Latimer,  who 
was  then,  as  it  may  be  termed,  only  a  neophyte 

*  Froude. 
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in  heresy,  was,  after  a  short  examination,  dis- 
missed, with  a  severe  admonition  ;  but  Dr. 
Barnes  was,  after  a  long  and  painful  examina- 
tion, committed  to  the  Fleet.  He,  however, 
after  some  days  of  close  confinement,  and 
having  martyrdom  before  his  eyes  in  its  most 
hideous  form,  abjured.  Meanwhile,  Wolsey 
had  fallen,  and  Sir  Thomas  More  thereupon 
determined  the  abjuration  should  form  part  of 
a  great  and  solemn  ceremony  at  St.  Paul's,  and 
appointed  the  morn  whereof  we  are  now  writing 
for  the  purpose. 

It  had  also  been  thought  advisable  by  Bonner, 
Tunstal,  Cavendish,  More,  and  other  inveterate 
Catholics,  to  make  the  above  ceremony  the 
occasion,  also,  of  a  grand  auto  de  fe  for  the 
destruction,  emendaturis  ignihus/'  of  a  pyramid 
of  offending  volumes,  containing  vast  quantities 
of  Tyndale's  translations,  collected  far  and  near 
throughout  the  kingdom,  by  agents  appointed 
and  paid  for  the  purpose. 

*  In  tlie  cleansing  fires. 
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The  historian  describes  the  double  ceremony 
after  the  following  fashion : — We  are  to  picture 
to  ourselves  a  procession  moving  along  London 
streets,  from  the  Fleet  Prison  to  St.  Paul's 
Cathedral.  The  warden  of  the  Fleet  was  there, 
and  the  knight-marshal,  and  the  tipstaifs,  and 
"  all  the  company  they  could  make  with  bills 
and  glaives  ;"  and  hi  the  midst  of  these  armed 
officials  six  men  marcliing,  in  penitential  dresses,  ^ 
one  carrying  a  lighted  taper  five  pounds  weight, 
the  others  with  symbohc  faggots,  signifying  to 
the  lookers-on  the  fate  which  their  crimes  had 
earned  for  them,  but  which,  this  time,  in  mercy, 
had  been  remitted.  One  of  these  was  Barnes,  the 
other  five  were  still-yard  men,  undistinguishable 
by  any  other  name,  but  detected  members  of 
the  brotherhood.  It  was  eight  o'clock  when 
they  arrived  at  St.  Paul's.  The  people  had 
flocked  in  crowds  before  them.  The  public 
seats  and  benches  were  filled.  All  London 
which,  at  that  hour,  could  be  spared  from  work, 
had  hurried  to  the  spectacle.  A  platform  was 
erected  in  the  centre  of  the  nave,  on  the  top  of 
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which,  enthroned  in  pomp  of  purple,  gold  and 
splendour,  were  bishops,  abbots,  and  priors,  their 
chaplains  and  spiritual  doctors,  in  gowns  of 
damask  and  satin,  sitting  where  they  could 
find  places — six-and-thirty  in  all.  Opposite  the 
platform,  over  the  north  door  of  the  cathedral, 
was  a  great  crucifix,  a  famous  image  in  those 
days,  called  the  Rood  of  Northen,  and  at  the 
foot  of  it,  inside  a  rail,  was  a  fire  burning,  with 
the  sinful  books,  the  tracts  and  testaments, 
ranged  round  it  in  baskets  waiting  for  the  exe- 
cution of  the  sentence.  Such  was  the  scene 
into  the  midst  of  which  the  six  persons  entered. 
A  second  platform  stood  in  a  conspicuous  place 
in  front  of  the  ecclesiastical  throne,  on  which  were 
ranged  the  recusants  "  where  they  could  be  seen 
and  heard  by  the  crowd  ;  and  there,  upon  their 
knees,  with  their  faggots  on  their  shoulders, 
they  begged  pardon  of  God  and  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church  for  their  high  crimes  and 
offences.  When  the  confession  was  finished,  the 
Bishop  of  Rochester  mounted  the  pulpit  and 
preached   a   sermon  ;    and   the    sermon    over 
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Barnes  turned  to  the  people,  declaring  that  he 
was  more  charitably  handled  than  he  deserved ; 
his  heresies  were  so  heinous  and  detestable. 
They  were  then,"  by  the  direction  of  Sir  Thomas 
More,  who  presided  over  this  great  auto  da  fe, 
conducted  "  within  the  rails,  and  three  times 
led  round  the  blazing  pile,  casting  in  their 
faggots  as  they  passed.  The  contents  of  the 
baskets,"  containing  hundreds  of  Tyndale's  trans- 
lations, "  were  heaped  upon  the  faggots,  and  the 
holocaust  was  complete.  This  time  an  innocent 
sacrifice  was  deemed  sufficient.  The  Church 
was  satisfied  with  penance,  and  Fisher  pro- 
nounced the  prisoners  absolved,  and  received 
back  into  communion."* 

Ehzabeth  Barton,  after  the  sub-prior  had  left 
her  in  the  convent  close,  remained  in  immovable 
self-communion  for  several  minutes ;  but,  sud- 
denly starting  from  her  inaction,  she  hastened 
out  of  the  monastery  into  the  city,  where  she 
joined  the  hurrying  and  pressing  crowd,  among 
the  foremost  of  whom  she  entered  the  splendid 

*  I'ox,  vol.  iv. 
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cathedral.  She  traversed  the  broad  nave  or 
centre  aisle,  then  designated  Paul's  wharf,*  and 
where,  between  eleven  and  twelve  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  again  between  three  and  six  in  the 
afternoon,  persons  of  all  ranks  resorted,  as  to 
the  most  noted  and  fashionable  promenade. 
A  strange  scene  truly  for  the  house  of  God,  and 
of  which  Dekker,  the  dramatist,  comments  as 
follows  : — •"  At  one  time  in  one  and  the  same 
rank,  yea  foot  to  foot  and  elbow  to  elbow,  shall 
you  see  walking  the  knight,  the  gull,  the  gallant, 
the  upstari,  the  gentleman,  the  clown,  the 
captain,  the  apple-squire,  the  lawyer,  the  usurer, 
the  citizen,  the  bankrout,  the  scholar,  the 
beggar,  the  doctor,  the  ideot,  the  ruffian,  the 
cheater,  the  puritan,  the  cut-throat,  the  highmen, 
the  lowmen,  the  trueman,  and  the  thief,  of  all 
trades  and  professions  some,  of  all  countries 
some.  Thus,  whilst  Devotion  kneels  at  her 
prayers,  doth  Profanation  walk  under  her  nose 
in  contempt  of  religion/' 

Having  arrived  within  the  central  arena,  the 

*  Vide  Appendix,  Note  8. 
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Maid  of  Kent  stood  a  silent  and  spell-bound 
witness  of  tlie  Tvliole  of  the  proceedings,  until 
the  contents  of  the  last  basket  had  been  so 
sacrilegiously  heaped  upon  the  blazing  pile, 
Tvhen  of  a  sudden  she  started  into  the  most 
animated  activity,  and  rushed  into  the  enclosed 
arena,  where,  seizing  a  copy  of  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures, she  extinguished  the  flame  which  had 
begun  to  feed  upon  its  leaves.  With  this,  still 
smoking  in  her  hand,  and  while  raising  it  aloft, 
she  sped  through  the  circle  surrounding  the 
ignis  fatuus  of  Romish  vengeance,  and  calling 
upon  the  people  to  follow  her,  hurried  down  the 
aisle  into  the  churchyard,  and  there  mounted 
the  antique  pulpit  of  Paul's  Cross.  The  mob 
followed  her  in  wondering  and  interested  amaze, 
while  she.  placing  her  hand  upon  the  smoulder- 
ing leaves  of  the  rescued  volume,  exclaimed,  in 
a  loud,  clear  and  mellow  voice  : — 

"  Hear  me,  0  ye  people  !  while  I  tell  you 
what  this  blessed  book  contains — the  truths  von 
apostles  of  Antichrist  would  utterly  consume,  but 
which,  natheless,  are  such  truths  as  only  angels 

YOL.  TIT.  E 
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from  heaven  can  disprove.  When  ye  have 
heard  me,  when  ye  have  read  what  herein  is 
contained,  and  when  the  Holy  Spirit  shall  free 
your  soul  from  the  fog  of  hellish  superstition,  then 
the  authenticity  of  the  doctrinals  I  avouch,  ye 
must  one  and  all  as  soon  think  of  misdoubtins; 
as  an  I  were  one  brought  direct  from  above  by 
the  Archangel  Gabriel,  with  his  ^Id  and  white 
wings  beating  the  air  around  me  into  sparkles 
of  silver.  Upon  this  rock,"  she  continued, 
touching  the  condemned  translation  which  lay 
open  before  her,  "  my  faith  is  built,  and  it  will 
endure  when  that  of  the  priests  and  shavelings 
of  Eome,  which  is  erected  on  sandy  foundations, 
shall  be  utterly  swept  away.  In  this  sacred 
work,  which  they  take  such  pains  and  fore- 
thought to  deprive  ye  of,  I  find  every  tenet  of 
my  creed,  and  I  desire  no  other  mediator  but  it 
between  my  Maker  and  myself  I  know  the 
volcano  whereon  I  stand.  My  imagination — 
through  which  by  dream  and  symbol  the  Great 
Jehovah  paints  the  likeness  of  things  to  come — 
foreshadows   to   me   my   dismal   fate.      These 
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shavelings  of  Rome,  these  priests  of  Antichrist, 
who  have  already  recommenced  their  hunt 
after  human  flesh  amid  the  folds  of  the 
Lord's  anointed,  have  unleashed  their  blood- 
hound on  my  scent !  But  I  fear  them  not. 
The  die  is  cast — long  since  cast.  I  have  for- 
saken for  ever  the  barren  strand  of  superstition, 
and  am  afloat  upon  the  glorious  if  unbounded 
sea  of  faith.  But  there  is  death  on  every  side 
— nothing  but  death,  and  I  will  have  to  seal  the 
truth  of  my  testimony  unto  you  with  my  life's 
blood.  None  can  testify  more  earnestly,  more 
sincerely  than  that,  I  trow.  I  have  no  hope 
left  in  this  w^orld,  and  can  lose  none  in  thus 
exhorting  ye,  0  people  ;  for  of  a  certes  I  see  in 
the  outskirts  surrounding  ye  certain  monsters 
without  faith,  hope,  or  charity,  habited  in  cas- 
sock and  cowl,  who  blear  murtherously  at  me 
with  their  fiery  eyes  !" 

She  proceeded  in  her  rare  and  fluent  style  to 
enunciate  doctrines  full  of  the  poetical  epicure- 
anism of  the  early  Protestant  faith ;  to  deliver 
to  her   rapt   audience  a  vivid   lecture  on   the 
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atheistical  Pantheism  of  the  Church  of  Rome, 
and  on  the  meaning  and  purpose  of  that  mys- 
terious movement  whose  shadowy  advance  had 
for  a  considerable  period  excited  so  much 
consternation  among  the  Catholic  hierarchy 
and  priesthood.  Though  this  grand  and  soli- 
tary act  of  hers  on  that  fatal  morn  might 
have  puzzled  the  wondrous  (Edipus,  3^et  the 
eloquence,  passion,  and  enthusiasm  of  the  de- 
voted girl  made  a  powerful  impression  upon 
the  momentarily  increasing  crowed.  So  great 
was  the  throng  around  the  ancient  structure 
from  which  she  held  forth,  that  several  at- 
tempts at  interference  made  by  the  priests 
and  their  satellites  were  for  the  time  ut- 
terly foiled.  The  populace  appeared  as  if 
spell-bound,  and  mystically  attracted  by  the 
effect  of  her  language  and  impressive  manner — 
as  though  some  new  Demosthenes  rolled  the 
thunder  of  his  genius  into  their  ears  ;  while 
upon  the  glorious  light  which  shone  in  her  wild 
dark  eyes  few  of  them  could  dwell  without 
pleasure  and  admiration.     She  painted  to  their 
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engrossed  senses,  in  exquisite  Dantesque  gloom 
and  horror,  a  vivid  picture  of  the  state  of  society 
and  rehgion  throughout  Christendom.  She 
described  the  dawn  of  the  pure  hght  of  the 
reforming  doctrines,  before  which  the  paganism 
of  Rome  must  ere  long  vanish  hke  a  phantom. 
She  asserted  that  the  Bible  was  the  mightiest 
lever  of  the  Eternal,  w^hich,  surpassing  Archi- 
medes,  would  find  a  fulcrum  in  the  consciences 
of  men,  and  thereby  move  mighty  England 
throughout  its  length  and  breadth,  when  the 
fulness  of  Time  was  come,  and  when  the  breath 
of  His  name  should  strike  dismay  in  the  utter- 
most caverns  of  hell's  gorgon  superstition.  In 
the  past,  and  even  then,  if  any  such  ray  of 
light  pierced  the  artificial  combination  of  errors 
and  human  inventions  with  which  Romish  doc- 
trines bad  defaced  the  simple  edifice  of  Chris- 
tianity, as  originally  erected  by  its  divine 
architect,  it  was  extinguished  with  as  much 
avidity  and  promptitude  as  w^as  shown  in  sub- 
duing a  conflagration.  What  reason  was  there, 
she  demanded,  to   dread  that  unpopularity  or 
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non-success  would  attend  a  courageous  reaction 
against  inveterate  errors,  albeit  Time  had 
seemed  to  smooth  them  into  every-day  duties'? 
She  then  proceeded  to  sketch,  with  powerful 
vigour,  the  vanity  of  pride,  the  hollowness  of 
success,  and  the  gall  that  commingles  in  the 
most  nectareous  draughts  of  love,  triumph,  and 
glory,  and  afterwards  launched  into  the  assuming- 
hypocrisy  of  all  living  flesh,  asserting,  with 
truthful  force,  that  the  signs  which  men  placed 
outermost  were  rather  what  they  desired  others 
to  suppose  them  than  what  they  really  were. 
Life  was  full  of  the  strongest  and  saddest  con- 
trasts. The  laugh  of  derision  ever  followed  in 
the  wake  of  the  groan  of  despair — the  wild  revel 
succeeded  the  mourning  funeral — the  new-born 
babe  begot  death  for  its  mother — inside  the 
prison  walls  the  gloom  and  despair  reflected  not 
the  sunshine  and  joy  without.  She  then 
attacked  royalty  itself — the  custom,  as  we  have 
shown,  not  having  been  singular  or  uncommon. 
She  prophesied  that  the  debauched  manhood  of 
the  kingly  tyrant  would  have  the  remorseless 
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and  cruel  age  of  Tiberius,  if  some  avenging 
hand  stayed  not  his  career — that  his  memory 
would  be  recorded  in  that  historical  picture- 
gallery,  or  chamber  of  horrors,  where  the  Neros, 
the  Caligulas,  the  Attilas,  and  the  Borgias  had 
abeady  found  an  accursed  and  unenviable  place. 
Thence  she  passed  into  the  main  interest  and 
purpose  of  her  heroic  declamation,  by  attacking 
with  vigorous  and  unsparing  hand  the  character, 
morals,  and  manners  of  the  monks,  and  on  this 
subject,  so  scorching  and  scarifying  were  her 
words,  that  they  seemed  like  lava  overflowing 
some  volcano.  These  cenobites,  she  affirmed, 
who  took  away  the  offerings  at  their  altars 
to  deck  their  women's  necks  withal,^  who 
committed  every  known  crime,  whose  hideous 
leprosy  cried  day  and  night  unto  God  for  judg- 
ment, whose  passions  and  lusts  were  even 
anathematized  by  the  great  Spirit  of  Darkness, 
whose  cloistral  decorum  scarce  covered  their 
lurid,  fetid   and   hideous   transgressions,   these 
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men — these  monks  and  sworn  servants  of  piety 
and  abstinence — were  ever  to  all  others  intole- 
rant, persecuting,  rabid,  and  relentless.  They 
evinced  the  spirit  of  Mahomet,  of  Marius,  of 
the  CaUph  Omar,  and  of  those  who  burned 
witches  in  Salem.  They  were  Grand  Inquisi- 
tors, saintly  Jesuits,  who  burned  the  faithful — 
whom  they  termed  heretics — for  the  glory  of 
God,  and  the  advancement  of  their  faith,  with 
all  the  zeal  and  gusto  of  their  prototypes  and 
predecessors.  She  then  proceeded  to  expound 
to  the  astonished  ears  of  the  citizens  the  secrets 
of  the  would-be  sacred  orders  of  monks,  and 
thus  continued  : — 

"  I  have  spoken  as  God  hath  prompted  me,  in 
defiance  of  the  threatening  inhibitions  of  Roman- 
ism, and  in  the  spirit  of  truth,  as  heaven  help 
me  in  my  need,  and  whereon  pondering  ye  will 
well  perceive.  Hap  what  will,  or  bide  what 
may,  I  retract  naught  of  what  I  have  during 
this  hour  past  declared  unto  you.  Nay,  rather 
do  I  bid  ye  bear  well  in  your  consciences  all  I 
have  uttered,  and  henceforth,  as  do  L  look  upon 
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this  holy  book  which  is  sought  to  be  kept  from 
your  sight  as  containing  the  solemn  voice  and 
enjoinings  of  the  Saviour  of  nations.     Put  not 
your  trust  in  your  present  shepherds,  who  are 
nothing  else  than   wolves   in  sheep's  clothing. 
There  is  no  freedom,  no  honour,  no  glory,  to  be 
found  in  the  doctrines  they  uphold.     Faugh  ! 
Rome  and  Romanism  have  been,  since  the  days 
of  the  barbarians,  all   nigh    bankruy)t  in   such 
qualities,  I  who  am  a  redeemed  one  from  among 
them  can  well  avouch.     Bid  from  your  presence 
henceforth    the    popish   wolves — the    raveners 
of  Jesus  faithful  flock.     Bid  them  away,  ever 
away — back    to   the    idolatrous   Antichrist   at 
Rome  who  launched  them  hither.      Announce 
to  them  ye  will  have  nothing  to  do  henceforth 
with  their  devilish  doctrines,  and  that  they  must 
away  and  trouble  ye  no  more.    Let  them  depart 
from  this  land  with  their  Ate  come  hot  from 
hell   by  their   side  ;  for  this  England  will  not 
much  longer  prove  a  safe  abiding  place  for  them. 
Visions   have   appeared  to    me    in   the   night 
season,  and  mysterious  voices  have  whispered  in 
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my  ear  solemn  and  marvellous  words.  They 
have  revealed  unto  me  things  to  come — strange 
and  terrible  things,  but  not  more  strange  and 
terrible  than  warning  and  true.  Glad  tidings  of 
great  joy  have  been  announced  simultaneously 
with  the  utter  scattering  of  the  seeds  of  damna- 
tion sown  by  the  pitiless  Moloch  of  Rome.  Be 
ye  therefore  strong,  who  are  among  the  chosen 
of  the  new  Israel  of  your  God.  There  is  a 
beacon-light  in  your  van — be  confident  that  it  is 
there,  that  ye  behold  it,  and  then  pursue  your 
Christian  path  confident  of  victory.  Your 
standard  is  a  celestial  plane-tree,  planted  near 
running  water — it  will  ever  overshadow  you. 
Behold  revelation,  hitherto  sealed  against  you 
but  in  this  book  made  plain,  assigns  the  mo- 
tives for  your  conduct.  Faith  illumines  transcen- 
dentally  your  life-path,  while  hope  will  inflate 
your  hearts,  albeit  your  flesh  may  weary  before 
the  more  aspiring  spirit.  Therefore,  good  people, 
let  me  exhort  ye  to  avoid,  as  poisonous  de- 
stroyers, the  cowled  brotherhood,  who  seek  in  the 
Midian  of  Romanism  that  sensual   enjoyment 
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which  Sathanos,  the  prince  of  hell,  first  inducted 
in  their  cloisters,  and  henceforth  unto  hfe's  end 
do  ye  seek  sole  guidance  from  the  word  of  God, 
so  that,  having  reached  the  end  of  your  lives' 
journeyings,  ye  may  behold  the  smile  on  the  face 
of  the  Eternal  welcoming  you  to  an  imperishable 
immortality." 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  eloquent  but  auda- 
cious rhapsody,  there  was  a  visible  expression  of 
pleasure  and  gratification  pervading  the  faces  of 
the  majority  of  the  multitude,  while  murmurs  of 
applause  broke  forth  simultaneously  from  different 
parts  of  the  throng,  which  with  startKng  eff'ect 
merged  into  a  prolonged,  universal  shout  of 
applause. 

She  with  difficulty  left  the  ancient  cross  and 
pursued  her  way  to  the  nighest  entrance  of  the 
monastery  ;  for  the  people  crowded  around  her, 
bethinking  nathedoubt  within  themselves,  what 
manner  of  woman  she  was.  She  at  last  extri- 
cated herself  from  their  enthusiastic  admiration, 
and  more  demonstrative  good-will,  and  then 
entered  the  monastery  through  the  gate  com- 
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municating  with  the  hostel,  or  guest  chambers. 
She  could  not  have  pursued  a  more  unlucky 
mode  of  ingress  ;  for  it  led  her,  as  her  enemies 
and  watchers  desired,  into  the  very  heart  of  their 
citadel,  where  the  wild  enforcers  of  sanctuary 
could  not  venture  to  attempt  interference  or 
rescue.  She  had,  as  it  were,  walked  voluntarily 
into  the  very  den  of  the  prey-beast. 

As  she  had  announced  to  her  attentive  audi- 
ence, many  were  the  sultry  inimical  eyes  which 
watched  her  every  movement  from  a  distance, 
many  the  fanatical  hearts  which  recorded  each 
word  of  her  outspoken  heresy,  many  the  blood- 
thirsty witnesses  whose  testimony  would  bring 
down  upon  her  a  fearful  fiery  judgment.  In  those 
days,  the  two  most  fearful  punishments  were  rife 
for  what  were  then  acknowledged  to  be  the  two 
most  fearful  crimes — the  boiling  chaldron  for  the 
poisoners  of  the  body,  and  the  blazing  stake  for 
the  poisoners  of  the  soul.  Among  those  who 
watched  her  and  instructed  others  to  note  well 
her  language,  was  the  sub-prior,  Dan  Theodulph, 
and  through  whose  mind,  as  she  made  an  end  of 
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speaking,  passed  a  thought  darker  than  the  mid- 
night shadow  of  the  churchyard  yew.  With 
several  of  the  friars  and  lay  brethren  he  quickly 
followed  on  her  retreat ;  and,  as  she  passed 
through  into  the  monastery,  they  entered  after 
her,  securing  the  gate,  and  then  surrounded  the 
bold,  defiant  girl. 

With  a  low  laugh  that  had  something  dia- 
bohcal  in  its  sound,  beneath  his  large  voluminous 
cow],  which  was  drawn  so  far  over  his  face 
as  to  conceal  not  only  the  play  of  his  sardonic 
features,  but  even  their  very  outhne,  the  sub- 
prior  demanded  of  her  in  a  hoarse  whisper — 

"  Art  thou  mad  V 

"  No,  but  determined  and  fearless !"  she 
boldly  answered,  albeit  she  felt  a  rush  of  the 
heart's  sickness  in  her  bosom's  depth,  though  no 
changing  muscle  betokened  fear  to  the  lynx-eyed 
scrutiny  she  was  subjected  to. 

"Doth  thine  apostacy,  in  its  mad  delusion, 
impose  on  thee  so  utterly,  that  already  thou 
imagineth  thyself  a  saint  uncanonized.  I  dare 
be  sworn,  thou  perceivest  not  that  thy  wayward 
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and  unruly  tongue  hath  nipped  thy  sweetest 
pleasure-bud,  ere  it  had  reached  maturity, 
though  mayhap,  when  death's  terrors  dart  light- 
ning-truths into  the  darkest  conscience,  thou 
wilt  in  the  dungeon  thou  now  goest  to  repent 
too  tardily  of  all  thy  wilful  perversity,"  said  the 
sub-prior  with  terrible  emphasis. 

"  I  know  thou  wilt  spare  no  lies  to  serve  thy 
fellness,  for  thou  hast  been  taught  in  thy 
cloistral  retirement  how  false  gold  stamped  with 
true  mintage  doth  pass  current  with  men.  But 
I  will  give  thy  direful  secrets  to  public  inquisi- 
tion on  the  day  thou  bringeth  about  my  condem- 
nation. Lo  ! — now  I  am  ready.  Lead  on — to — 
to  thy  most  secret  den,"  exclaimed  the  hapless 
girl,  with  a  singular  grandeur  of  look. 

She  was  thereupon  led  away  to  the  place  of 
confinement  beneath  the  great  Chapter  House. 
The  dungeon  into  which  she  was  inducted  was 
one  of  considerable  extent  and  great  depth ;  for 
the  dismal  hght  which  streamed  in  through  an 
iron  grating  near  its  damp  arched  roof,  hardly 
served  to  penetrate  the  intervening  space  with 
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its  small,  parse  rays.  In  one  corner  stood  a 
truckle  bed,  strewed  with  straw,  and  covered  by 
a  piece  of  dark,  frail-looking  cloth,  and  two 
mouldy  blankets.  A  stool,  a  table,  and  a  cross 
on  a  raised  shelf  made  up  the  garnishings  of 
this  subterraneous  chamber. 

The  sub-prior  notified  to  the  cowled  escort  to 
withdraw  ;  and  when  he  was  alone  with  his 
prisoner  he  exclaimed,  in  a  harsh,  grating  tone, 
"  By  the  Holy  Cross,  thou  should'st  have  known 
there  was  fearful  fallacy  in  the  essay  wherewith 
thou  ventured  this  morn  to  bespeak  such  public 
notice !  Thou  art  now  thine  own  murtheress, 
and  canst  not  take  me  or  others  to  task  for  ill 
which  hath  befallen  thine  own  seeking." 

"  Oh  God  !  What  blood-steeped  oracle  is  it 
that  speaketh  my  doom  in  this  fiendish  man  1 " 
said  Elizabeth  Barton,  firmly  clasping  her  hands, 
and  gazing  upward,  while  several  scalding  tears 
blistered  as  they  fell  upon  her  cheek.  "Me- 
thought  I  had  wept  my  brain  so  dry  ere  this, 
that  I  should  never  weep  again,  were  each  dis- 
tilled drop  a  priceless  pearl.      But,  go  to,  for  I 
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am  a  fool  to  be  thus  disturbed  by  a  pestilent 
friar,  sithence  I  would  much  sooner  burn  now, 
than  die  a  mass-priest  such  as  thou,  and  be 
damned  eternally,"  she  added  impetuously. 

"  Ha  1  Is  it  thus  thy  foul  tongue  persisteth  in 
holding  forth  1  Be  it  so.  Indulge  thy  bleating, 
thou  hell-bitch,  in  raving  to  stone  walls  and 
unanswering  silence,  while  I  go  to  prepare  the 
judgment-hall  and  thy  judges  for  thine  accusal 
on  the  morrow.  Cry  aloud  thy  venom  concern- 
ing me !  St.  Mary  forefend  that  I  should  heed  it ! 
Thou  wilt  soon  perceive  I  fear  thee  not,  or  aught 
living  ;  and,  in  doing  thee  to  death,  I  will  trample 
alike  on  the  vengeance  of  heaven,  the  fears  of  hell, 
the  stings  of  conscience,  and  the  slavish  laws  of 
man,"  shouted  Dan  Theodulph,  with  eyes  flash- 
ing full  of  fury  and  revenge. 

"  Depart  from  me,  false  priest,—  blood-dyed 
monk.  Away,  Father  Booking  !  away,  fratricide 
and  treble  murderer  !  away,  I  tell  thee  !  and  as 
thou  goest,  when  thy  last  crime  on  me  shall  be  con- 
summated, bethink  thee  and  thy  whole  race  well, 
that  the  head  of  Antichrist  will  not  float  much 
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longer  above  the  current  of  public  oiDinion.  It 
is  falling,  and  w^ill  soon  most  utterly  perish. 
Slay  me,  ye  may  perchance,  as  thou  hast  done 
others,  for  I  am,  it  beseems,  in  thy  hands ;  but 
undo  my  work  ye  cannot.  I  have  been  a  poor 
instrument  in  cleaving  a  way  for  a  torrent  that 
will  not  stay  its  course  until  it  has  swept  ye  of 
the  cassock  and  the  priests  of  Rome  from  off  the 
broad  surface  of  this  glorious  land."' 

Dan  Theodulph  answered  not,  but  waved  his 
hand  in  scornful  derision,  and  strode  to  the  iron- 
bound  door. 

"  Farewell,  monk !"  she  said,  as  she  saw  his 
dark  figure  gliding  into  the  still  darker  passage 
without.  "  In  that  dark  time  which  will  of  a 
surety  dawn  upon  thee,  when  sorrow,  remorse, 
and  fear  shall  harrow  up  thy  blood-stained  soul, 
thou  wilt  recall  this  last  act  of  thy  life — the 
wi'ongs  I  have  suffered,  the  shame  and  con- 
tumely I  have  endured,  and  the  torture  to 
which  thy  blood-hound  instinct  hath  condemned 
me.  Lo  now,  in  that  dark  time  of  worldly 
repining  and  eternal  bale,  remember  Elizabeth 
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Barton — the  one-time  pure  and  holy  nun." 
And  she  shook  her  clenched  hand  Hke  an  en- 
raged Pythoness,  as  he  closed  to  the  heavy  door, 
and  barred  and  bolted  it  without. 

She  was  alone, — and  in  such  a  solitude  was 
it  passing  strange  that  as  hour  Pifter  hour 
dragged  its  tedious  length  bye,  she  should 
begin  to  feel  a  sinking,  a  sickening  and  an  iciness 
at  her  courageous  heart.  This,  too,  was  followed 
by  an  unredeemed  dreariness  of  thought,  which 
no  goading  of  her  vivid  imagination  could  stay 
from  running  to  despair,  and  through  which  she 
appeared  to  behold  Death  imaged  as  a  cataract 
at  her  very  feet — a  cataract  whose  breadth 
without  end  appeared  as  smooth  as  molten 
glass,  rounded  and  shppery,  as  it  plunged  over 
and  down,  down,  down,  into  an  icy  abyss  from 
out  of  which  uprose  the  roar  of  many  waters. 
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CHAPTER    YL 

C^e  Vim  gntoet^  U%b» 

rfARLY  on  the  following  morn  Dan  Theodulph 
was  astir,  seeing  the  preparations  for  the 
pontifical  or  monkish  festival  set  well  agear  ; 
and,  after  a  while  so  spent,  he  of  a  sudden  pro- 
ceeded through  the  monastery,  and  quickly 
stood  within  one  of  the  dim  and  narrow  closes 
of  the  Wilderness,  when,  looking  sharply  around 
and  perceiving  no  one  in  sight,  he  hastened  his 
footsteps,  and  ere  long  reached  the  porch  of  the 
'  Three  Bells/  With  some  asperity  he  sum- 
moned the  worthy  host,  Ralph  Stephen,  of 
whom  he  made  a  few  enquiries  in  a  low  voice, 
and  then  desired  to  be  shown  into  a  privy 
chamber.  Here  he  was  speedily  joined  by 
Captain  Roche,  and  his  shadow  Tony  Vulp. 
Of  a  subtle,  intriguing,  and  daring  nature,  he 
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found  ready  tools  in  these  bold  and  active 
abettors  in  all-hued  crime.  With  him,  as  with 
them,  guilt  had  grown  old  in  desperate  hardi- 
hood. With  him  alone,  however,  was  Hate's 
working  brain  pitilessly  commingled  with  Pas- 
sion's feverish  dream  and  Guile's  cunning  plot- 
tings.  His  was  a  giant  sin,  compounded  of 
many  fearful  atoms,  and  which  to  recite — from 
that  time,  that  hour  of  past  unravell'd  gloom 
and  crime — wert  a  tale  too  long  told. 

His  converse  with  the  superior  ruffian  of  the 
twain,  carried  on  in  a  low,  significant  murmur, 
was  on  this  occasion  of  a  good  half  hour's 
growth.  Then,  seeming  to  understand  well  the 
natures  he  was  dealing  with,  he  summoned 
Master  Boniface,  and  ordered  a  beaker  of  wine 
and  some  hunger  strewments. 

''•  Bring  me,  Stephen,  a  pint  of  thy  best  red 
canary  with  a  toast,'^  said  Captain  Roche. 

"  And  me  a  posset  of  spiced  ale/'  added 
Tony  Vulp,  who  had  been  watching  the  other 
two  much  as  a  cat  its  prey. 

"  I  trow  he  is  doubtless  one  thou  canst  trust "? " 
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enquired  the  sub-prior,  of  Roche,  in  a  subdued 
though  husky  voice. 

"  By  my  fay,  that  is  he  !  Deem  j^ou  that 
I  would  yoke  myself  to  any  unsound  vessel, 
triple  rogue  though  he  proved  1  He  bethinks 
there  is  no  music  like  an  enemy^s  dying  groan, 
and,  pasque  dieu,  will  serve  thee  in  this  matter 
as  though  thou  wert  his  best  friend,  sithence 
he  beareth  the  Knight  of  the  Sepulchre  a  grudge 
of  his  own  cooking,"  answered  Roche,  in  the 
same  tone. 

"  But  now  give  me  thine  hand  in  pledge,  that 
I  may  know  thou  wilt  not  fail  me,"  said 
Dan  Theodulph,  albeit  he  shuddered  when 
his  companion  wrenched  his  hand  in  an  iron 
grasp. 

"  'Tis  all  agreed  and  settled.  I  will  to  my 
couch  now  for  some  hours ;  for,  pardieu,  I  kept 
wassail  till  late  last  night,"  answered  Roche, 
wearily. , 

"  What  the  fiend  do  ye  whisper  so  closely 
together  i  Body  o'  me !  am  I  to  do  all  the 
work  and  have  none  of  the  trust  1"  exclaimed 
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Tony  Vulp  at  last,  with  a  suspicious  and  dis- 
satisfied glance. 

"  How  now,  fellow  1  What  would  you  "i 
God's  w^ounds,  thou  forgettest  thyself!  Thou 
art  not  yet  turned  my  teacher  or  master/^ 
shouted  Roche,  passionately,  as  he  started  up 
from  his  chair,  and  glared  fiercely  at  his  fol- 
lower. He,  however,  after  a  moment's  con- 
sideration, added,  in  a  more  calm  and  placable 
tone,  "  Thou  art,  Tony,  at  leisure  for  the  rest  of 
the  day.  Get  hence,  therefore,  on  your  own 
recreation,  and  meet  me  here  this  eve,  well 
armed,  and  with  head  unmuddled,  some  minutes 
ere  midnight  strikes/' 

The  sub-prior,  however,  rose  to  depart,  sen- 
tentiously  reminding  the  other  of  their  plans.  "  I 
leave  all  to  thee,  Master  Roche,  prithee  there- 
fore bethink  thee  to  have  a  sculler  in  readiness, 
from  midnight,  at  the  stairs  yonder ;  to  see  the 
cabin  on  board  the  French  vessel  you  wot  of 
secured ;  and  all  gear  in  readiness  for  thy  visita- 
tion to  the  secret  w^ell  of  yon  castle.  It  needs 
must  I  prolong  not  any  further  my  stay.    Bene- 


OK,  THE   MONKS   OF   OLD.  119 

dicite!"  And  he  left  the  priyate  chamber,  and 
went  out  into  the  passage,  and  from  thence  into 
the  porch,  where  arrived,  he  turned  once  more 
and  addressed  Roche,  who  was  following,  in  a  low% 
but  not  inaudible  voice,  "One  quarter  after  mid- 
night I  will  be  there.  Be  thou  in  all  ways  pre- 
pared, as  thou  hopest  for  thy  promised  guerdon.'' 
He  immediately  departed,  using  the  same  pre- 
cautions against  observation  that  he  had,  as  he 
conceived,  done  on  his  coming.  On  reaching 
the  monastery,  he  proceeded  direct  to  the  Prior's 
lodgings,  where  he  found  Bishop  Bonner,  with 
whom  he  afterwards  remained  for  an  hour's 
span  or  more  alone  in  secret  and  dark  converse. 
Thence  he  proceeded  into  the  convent  garden, 
generally  less  frequented  by  the  brethren  than 
close  or  cloister,  wiiere,  for  some  time  longer,  he 
held  a  dismal  monologue.  He  was,  as  we  have 
endeavoured  to  illustrate,  well  garbed  wdth  the 
mail  of  innate  hardihood ;  but  for  all  that,  when 
thus  alone  and  unobserved,  the  eyes  of  Dan 
Theodulph  looked  glazed  and  haggard,  while  his 
brow  was  knit  with  scarifying  thoughts,  and  his 
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hands  beneath  his  cassock  were  clenched  cruelly 
tight  together.  The  eremite's  face  had  for  the 
nonce  vanished,  and  in  its  place  a  demon  heart 
gave  voice  and  expression.  The  scathing  thoughts 
of  execrated  years  quickly  followed,  baffling  all 
analysis.  The  opening  sepulchre  of  his  un- 
tombed  heart  revealed  a  fearful  commentarj^ 
upon  the  hopeless  past  and  the  speeding 
future,  and  as  such  we  will  shortly  note  it 
here. 

"  What !  Is  this  the  coward  crouching  of 
despair  '?  Away  !  I  will  have  none  of  it.  I  will, 
by  all  the  furies,  by  all  the  pains  of  death  and 
hell,  brave  all  as  hitherto  I  have  unshrinkingly 
done  !  Ay  !  I  will  die  and  suffer,  ere  dastard 
fear  or  creeping  horror  enmesh  me.  Die  I  Ay, 
methinks,  it  would  not  irk  me — even  me  to  die, 
provided  she  breathed  her  last  sigh  with  mine 
Yet  would  I  fain  live  and  enjoy  for  a  season  her 
seraph  beauty,  so  fresh,  so  warm,  so  enthralhng. 
But  why  again  this  foreshadowing  doubt ;  what 
means  it '?  Is  it  that  my  unconquered  skill,  my 
undetected  craft  fears  baffling,  or  is  it  that  I 
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pine  to  see  Ambition  fleeing   from  my  vexed 
soul,  albeit  a  happier  prospect  dawns." 

He  knew  it  not,  or,  perchance  knowing,  would 
not  own  it,  that  the  juggling  fiend  Remorse, 
alHed  at  last  to  Fear,  Hate,  and  Doubt,  was  war- 
ring in  his  soul  with  Hope  and  Anticipation.  A 
low  prophetic  dirge,  like  the  far-off  murmur  of 
the  sea,  floated  unceasingly  near  him.  The  worm 
that  never  dies,  the  cancer  that  never  sleeps, 
were  ever  shooting  fierce  spasmodic  shudders 
through  body  and  soul.  He  had  reached  already 
that  pitch  of  hellish  turpitude,  when  light  was 
loathed  as  well  as  darkness  dreaded.  He  began 
to  feel  he  was  a  stranger  in  a  teeming  world,  a 
fallen  spirit  from  a  higher  sphere,  and  well  might 
his  thoughts  be  thus  like  troubled  waters 
heaving.  A  tideless  sea  had  long  since  rolled 
in  on  and  flooded  his  purer  soul — a  sea  which 
should  neither  ebb  nor  flow  more,  but  changeless 
roll  on  to  the  great  darkness.  The  3^ears  of 
youth  misspent  in  phantom  pursuits,  manhood's 
prime  stained  by  blood — the  blood,  too,  of  another 
Abel — the  rest  of  existence  until  that  day,  that 
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hour  of  his  hfe  accurst,  all  a  stormy  ocean  of 
the  most  grievous  faults  to  which  Humanity  is 
heir.  What  wonder  that  hideous-phantom 
thoughts  uprose  in  Horror's  form,  or  that  amid 
his  despair  in  the  further  wrong- doing  he  con- 
templated, while  unleavened  Hate  and  burning 
Passion  equally  racked  his  soul,  he  should  out- 
rage Eeason's  rules,  as  well  as  Virtue's  ties  and 
Honesty's  claims.  Defiance  and  Resolve  were 
conjointly  knitting  his  gathered  brow,  as  he  pro- 
ceeded in  his  self-confession,  thus  : — 

"  '  Vox  sanguinis  fratris  tui  clamat  ad  me  de  terra 
— the  voice  of  thy  brother's  blood  calls  aloud  to 
me  for  vengeance  from  the  earth,'  were  the 
molten  words  poured  forth  into  the  ears  of  the 
first  Cain.  Methinks  I  hear  them  ever  in  mine, 
blighting  Life  as  well  as  threatening  Eternit}'.  Ay ! 
Woe  is  me,  perchance  his,  a  brother's,  cry,  after 
hunting  me  from  Earth,  will  float  to  me  e'en  across 
the  Stygian  wave.  Oh,  what  hideous  thoughts 
continually  enduring,  what  vigils  fearfully  eter- 
nal in  my  heart,  have  I  not  sufi'ered  since  that 
all-nameless  night !     Am  I  yet,  or  shall  I  soon 
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become,  a  moral  leper,  shunned  and  loathed  by 
my  species  ?  But  why  do  I  thus  uselessly 
despond  ?  The  thirst  of  my  Ambition  was  not 
that  subdued  and  steady  impulse  of  other  men, 
nor  was  the  mean  and  hmited  aim  of  their 
existence  that  of  mine.  And  even  at  this  dread 
pass,  these  are  not  mere  wandering  fancies 
sighing  coYctously  over  visions  beyond  attain- 
ment. Though  Time,  meseems.  hath  speeded 
by,  during  this  cloistral  existence,  with  flagging 
wing,  I  am  yet  scarce  past  manhood's  prime. 
Mans  love  is  not  the  growth  of  mans  poor  will. 
I  sought  it  not.  it  stole  on  me,  and  in  secret 
possessed  me.  And  shall  I  now  throw  it  from  me  1 
— Nay,  Euin,  Death,  and  Damnation  first  I  Hear 
me  ye  spirits  of  Desolation — hear  me  !  I  give 
myself  unto  thee  to  work  thy  will — I  surrender 
body  and  soul  into  thy  keeping  eternally,  only 
let  me  possess  my  love  ;  let  me  own  it  as  a 
treasure,  all  mine  own ;  let  her  be  to  me  the 
Iris  over  my  storms  of  life,  and  when  I  die  in 
thy  outstretched  clutch,  let  her  last  look,  her 
last  sigh  be  mine. 
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"  But  time  is  on  the  wing,  and  I  must  not 
dally  tlius.  I  must  see  all  the  gear  is  set  in 
readiness  against  the  mazy  doings  of  this  eve. 
I  must  not  ope  the  door  to  Danger  or  Detection 
through  want  of  caution,  or  neglect  of  duty. 
This  trial,  too,  must  be  provided  for.  By  the 
mass,  how  strange  it  is,  that  now  my  soul  hates 
where  it  once  loved  so  well !  To  what  point,  too, 
of  hellish  turpitude  have  I  reached,  when  I  can 
thus  seek  to  compass  her  destruction  both  here 
and  hereafter.  But  she,  like  the  witch  of  Endor, 
frowns  destruction  on  her  opponents  and  detrac- 
tors. She  hath  closed  with  me — 'tis  a  death- 
struggle  atween  us — her  death  or  my  ruin  must 
be  wrought.  But  ha  I  What  fresh  fear  in- 
trudes thus  unimagined  1  Can  her  harbourage 
have  been  discovered  ?  Would  they  venture  to 
desecrate  the  convent's  shelter,  and  bear  her 
away,  away  to  another,  away  from  my  grasp  for 
ever  ?  Nay — nay,  I  gage  my  life,  none  dare  so 
adventure,  for  fear  of  the  Church's  ban.  And 
yet  truth  may  be  wrung  from  unpractised  hearts, 
and  the  lady  prioress,  hearing  all,  may  seek 
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counsel  thereon  elsewhere,  to  the  undoing  of  mj 
further  schemes,  or  peradventure  this  Knight  of 
St.  John,  delighting  as  he  doth  in  the  phantoms 
of  his  feudal  fathers,  nmj,  despite  his  body's 
ailment,  have  sought  to  imitate  their  deeds  of 
bold  valour,  and  have  traced  her  to  her  solitude 
at  Clerkenwell '?  But  nay,  that  canst  not  be,  the 
fire  I  have  so  carefully  stirred  betwixt  the  twain 
can  not  so  easily  have  been  smothered.  'Tis, 
however,  many  hours  since  I  left  her  there — a 
period  long  enow  for  much  to  have  been  achieved 
should  mine  enemies  have  been  at  work.  I  will 
however  quench  all  doubt,  and  on  the  moment. 
I  will  but  order  a  few  things  necessary,  and  then 
once  more  111  trudge  to  Clerkenwell."   " 

A  suo;o;estion  on  the  moment  crossed  his 
mind  like  a  shadow  from  hell.  It  darkened — it 
thickened — it  matured  into  form  and  action. 
He  hastened  into  the  monastery,  visited  with 
quick  inquisitorial  glance  all  the  officials  who 
were  at  work  in  their  various  departments, 
engrossed  in  their  preparations  for  the  religious 
festival ;  entered  the  chapter-house  where  the  feast 
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was  to  be  held,  the  church  where  certain  mum- 
ming mysteries  were  to  be  represented,  and 
the  common-house  where  the  trial  for  heresy  had 
been  ordered  to  take  place  ;  and  then,  having 
fulfilled  these  duties  and  shown  himself  to  nume- 
rous witnesses,  he  hastily  wended  his  way 
through  the  wilderness  to  the  Western  postern. 
Arrived  here,  he  observed  the  same  precautions 
he  had  done  on  the  morning  previous,  then 
summoned  a  sculler,  and  was  carried  up  the 
Fleet  to  the  landing-place,  near  the  junction  of 
the  Old-bourne.  He  jumped  ashore,  bidding  the 
waterman  bide  there  his  return,  and  proceeding 
through  the  picturesque  landscape  intervening, 
where  all  was  still  in  earth  and  air,  he  quickly 
came  to  Clerkenwell.  No  long  dalliance  took 
place  ere  he  was  admitted,  and  again  seated 
alone,  in  the  presence  of  Aveline  More  ;  but 
those  few  moments,  to  his  anxious  soul  and 
impatient  spirit,  seemed  magnified  into  hours  of 
most  torturing  suspense.  On  again,  however, 
beholding  her  and  hearing  no  breath  of  danger 
had  come  nigh  her,  his  soul  sank  into  a  calm 
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ecstacy  it  had  never  known  before.  In  the 
magic  of  her  presence  he  forgot  everything — 
even  the  world  with  all  its  self-sought  horrors. 
To  him  and  to  his  pitchy  soul,  she  appeared  Hke 
a  star  glittering  and  glowing  forth  from  some 
dark  bosom  of  night,  and  casting  a  mystic  halo 
over  all  that  came  within  its  glorious  radiance. 

But  with  her  how  widely  different  was  the 
aspect  of  affairs,  how  painfully  contrasted  her 
bleeding  heart  with  his,  so  full  of  devouring 
anticipations !  Her  eyes  were  downcast  with 
tearless  agony,  as  she  turned  with  a  sickening 
soul  to  listen  to  her  confessor's  further  blighting 
recitals.  She  had,  during  those  painful  hours 
so  lately  lapsed,  over  and  over  again  importuned 
her  bemoaning  spirit  with  the  simple  question  of 
a  guileless  heart, — "  Is  it  possible  'i  Can  all 
things  else  be  true  and  Plantagenet  not  V  She 
would,  no  doubt,  if  she  could,  have  drunk 
deeply  of  Lethe's  spring.  But  that  was  denied 
her,  and  in  her  solitude  she  had  naught  to  vision, 
naught  to  think  of,  save  those  dread  images  the 
perturbed  brain  of  sorrow  ever  readily  summons. 
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She  leant,  therefore,  lone  in  being  and  broken 
in  spirit  as  she  was,  upon  the  one  who,  to  all 
outward  semblance,  seemed  her  best  friend,  her 
staunchest  protector.  She  did  not,  for  a  moment, 
suspect  his  motives,  or  the  black  baseness  of  his 
designs.  The  reasons  and  arguments  he  used, 
with  all  the  artifice  of  which  he  was  so  famed  a 
master,  appeared  natural,  and  inspired  solely  by 
interest  in  her  weal.  She  believed,  unhappy  and 
too  trusting  heart,  that  all  his  anxiety,  all  his 
care,  all  his  plannings,  were  wholly  for  the 
advantaging  of  her  earthly  and  eternal  weal. 
She  detected  not  the  noontide  sultriness  of  his 
heart  when  he  spoke  to  her,  nor  perceived  the 
reflex  of  unutterable  feelings  in  his  eyes  when  he 
gazed  upon  her.  Nor  did  she  even  discern  his 
demoniac  hatred  against  his  rival  and  her  lover, 
in  the  further  false  leasings  he  now,  with  an 
incomparable  zeal  and  earnestness,  unfolded 
to  her. 

"But,  daughter,  an  thou  hopest  to  deserve 
heaven,  think  no  more  of  him.  Let  him  follow 
the  destiny  which  pride  and  lust  hold  out  to 
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him,"  he  said  by  way  of  conclusion  to  his 
damaging  recital,  and  Tvhich,  in  the  magic  of 
mmd  that,  in  his  case,  exercised  such  weirdlike 
influence  over  her,  she  ventured  not  to  mis- 
doubt, albeit  the  cruelly-winged  words  flew  like 
fiery  darts  through  her  bleeding  heart. 

"  Alas,  father !  Our  blessed  Mother  Mary's 
Son  dost  know  I  no  longer  love  him — nay,  that 
I  despise  him,''  she  answered  with  a  sudden 
flash  of  jealous  fire.  "  It  is,  alas,  the  sharpest 
rankle  of  the  wound  to  be  thus  induced  to 
despise  most  what  was  loved  most !  In  very 
sooth  I  could  have  mourned  his  bleeding  corpse 
on  some  battle's  plain  less  wofully/' 

In  her  beauteous  and  now  perfect  orbs  there 
shone,  at  the  moment,  a  strange  and  unnatural 
lustre,  resembling,  in  its  burning  fixity  and  wild 
expression,  the  meteoric  flashing  of  madness ; 
while,  at  the  same  time,  she  looked  as  if  she 
would  fade  away  into  some  deathly  swound. 
No  wonder  that  thus  it  was.  She  had  at  last  seen 
bum  down  and  go  out  the  expiring  gleam  of 
that  lamp  of  hoped-for  and  imagined  happiness, 
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which  she  had  hitherto  watched  as  devouringly 
as  some  vestal  priestess  of  old,  whose  fierce  vigils 
were  inspired  by  fanaticism  mixed  with  fear. 

For  a  moment,  even  the  stony-hearted  sub- 
prior  was  overpowered  by  her  tone  and  look  of 
marble  despair  ;  but  the  next  he  started  forward, 
and,  after  a  short  leave-taking  with  the  lady 
prioress,  who  at  his  request,  to  prevent  recogni- 
tion, enshrouded  the  sinking  form  of  Avehne 
in  a  long  and  ample  black  robe  that  disguised 
completely  both  face  and  figure,  bore  her  forth 
into  the  open  air.  He  only  tarried  at  the 
lodge  to  enforce  some  special  enjoinings  upon 
the  aged  and  mortified  janitor  in  the  event  of 
pursuit  or  enquiry,  backing  his  earnest  instruc- 
tions by  a  golden  bribe  which  made  the  leif- 
brother  most  profuse  and  abject  in  his  promises. 
He  then  liurried  her  forward  as  fast  as  she 
appeared  capable  of  proceeding,  and  to  her 
eager  enquiry,  "  Whither  dost  thou  wend  with 
me  now,  father  1"  he  answered,  albeit  in  a  voice 
husky  with  scarce-concealed  emotion,  "To  a 
haven  of  safety  and  peace,  amid  the  Beati,  or 
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blessed  ones,  dearest  child,  where  thy  sweet 
Mother  in  heaven  will  conjoin  with  me  ever- 
more in  watching  and  guarding  thee."  And  he 
led  her  on  to  the  spot  where  he  had  left  the 
sculler,  and  there  deposited  her  carefully  in  the 
stern  of  the  wherry,  placing  himself  beside  her, 
so  that  her  presence  could  not  be  detected. 
He  then  desired  the  boatman  to  proceed.  On 
reaching  the  mouth  of  the  Fleet,  he  directed 
the  boat  should  be  pulled  across  to  the  oppo- 
site shore,  and  then  along  it  until  the  line  of 
the  monastery  precincts  had  been  safely  passed. 
When  this  had  been  circumspectly  performed, 
they  again  recrossed  the  river,  and,  in  pursuance 
to  his  further  instructions,  the  wherry  was  shot 
under  a  low  archway  into  a  small  square  basin, 
which  formed  the  water-entrance  to  Baynard's 
Castle.  Here  the  confessor  and  his  penitent 
landed  upon  a  flight  of  old  weather-worn  steps, 
sHmy  with  green  ooze  and  fetid  matter.  After 
discharging  the  sculler,  Dan  Theodulph  led  his 
gentle  charge  through  an  open  corridor,  that 
formed  a  direct  channel  of  communication  with 
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the  main  court-yard  of  the  castle  ;  on  emerg- 
ing into  which  he  kept  close  under  the  shadow 
of  the  high  walls  until  he  had  passed  the  swing- 
gate  leading  into  the  Wilderness,  when,  after 
proceeding  some  twenty  paces  further,  he  came 
to  a  well-concealed  door  in  the  stout  old  wall. 
For  a  second  or  two  he  fumbled  amid  the 
receptacles  of  his  monkish  robes,  and  then,  pro- 
ducing a  key,  how  or  when  acquired  his  plotting 
brain  and  evil  heart  alone  could  tell,  he  quickly 
opened  the  door,  drew  in  his  luckless  com- 
panion and  securely  closed  it  to  again.  Warn- 
ing Aveline  to  be  careful  of  her  further  pro- 
gress, he  pioneered  the  way,  first  along  a 
narrow  passage  that  seemed  to  wind  in  and  out 
after  the  most  mazy  fashion,  and  then  up  a 
steep  turret-stair,  amid  a  darkness  as  profound 
as  that  ere  light  first  penetrated  Chaos,  to  a 
chamber  of  small  dimensions  but  of  exquisite 
designing.  The  failing  light  of  day  scarce 
illuminated  the  whole  extent  of  this  secret  love- 
bower,  as  it  shot  fitfully  in  through  an  arched 
stained-glass  window,  which,  at  the  moment  of 
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their  entrance,  also  gave  ingress  to  the  jojous 
chiming  of  the  monastery  bells,  admonishing 
Dan  Theodulph  that  the  monkish  carnival  had 
begun,  and  that  the  royal  guests  were  arriving. 

Promising  to  send  light,  fire,  and  nourish- 
ment to  her  from  the  '  Three  Bells '  with  which 
this  secret  love-turret  had  a  secret  communi- 
cation, the  sub-prior  prepared  to  depart. 

"  By  the  mercy  of  our  Lady  1  I  have  at  last 
housed  thee,  dear  daughter,  in  safety,"  said  he, 
scarce  able  to  repress  the  surging  emotions  of 
his  heart. 

*'  God's  benison,  with  our  Blessed  Lady's  and 
mine,  be  on  thee,  father,  for  thy  earnest  sym- 
pathy and  kindly  aidance  when  all  others  seem 
to  have  forsaken  me!"  she  exclaimed,  in  the 
warmth  and  ingenuousness  of  gratitude. 

"  I  must  needs  leave  thee  now,  sweet  child. 
Hear  ye  not  those  bells  1  They  call  me  to  join 
in  welcoming  our  guests,  amid  whom  comes  thy 
persistent  persecutor,  who  it  must  now  be  my 
duty  to  throw  upon  a  wrong  scent." 

"  But  of  my  father  1  He  must  be  made  acquaint 
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with  my  sorrow,  my  trouble,  and  my  refuge. 
Thou  must  to  him  at  once  ;  for  well  I  opine 
his  wonder  will  be  great,  and  his  anxiety  beyond 
all  bounds,  at  my  unexplained  absence." 

"  Let  be,  dear  child — let  be  !  He  will  be  in 
company  with  the  king,  and  I  will  have  speech 
of  him  as  soon  as  may  be,  and  will,  perchance, 
bring  him  to  thee  when  I  return  hither,  ere  the 
star  rises  which  welcomes  the  morn,"  said  Dan 
Theodulph,  in  a  trembling  voice,  and  with  a 
crafty  glance. 

"  For  the  love  of  mercy,  good  father,  make 
no  long  delay,  lest  I  perish  in  my  despair  !"  said 
the  hapless  lady. 

"  By  the  mass  and  in  all  true  faith,  I  will  not ! 
I  go  but  to  stay  inquiry,  or  turn  it  into  channels 
which  will  lead  thy  persecutor  and  his  abettors 
far  from  hence,"  he  answered,  while  a  smile  of 
triumph  mantled  his  face. 

He  then  took  his  departure,  and,  after  passing 
the  doorsill,  he  drew  to  the  door  of  the  chamber, 
locked  it,  and  placed  the  key  in  a  secret  pocket, 
with  such  a  look  as  Satan  would  have  borne  on 
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securing  her  lilj  soul.  With  a  heart  full  to 
overflowing  of  a  dark  and  terrible  joy,  he 
speeded  down  the  steps,  and,  turning  in  a 
direction  opposite  to  that  by  which  they  had 
approached,  wended  his  way  dow^n  an  equally 
long  and  winding  passage  until  it  was 
barred  by  another  doorway.  This,  after  some 
difficulty  and  delay,  in  consequence  of  the 
opaque  darkness  reigning  around,  he  managed 
to  open,  and  then  emerged  into  a  small  yard  in 
the  rear  of  the  '  Three  Bells.'  He  looked  back 
for  a  minute,  and  up  at  where  the  dim  and 
silent  turret  rose  spectrally  into  the  sky  of 
evetime. 

"  She  is  safe ! "  quothed  he,  in  a  deep  murmur. 
"  She  is  safe  !  Gloria  Domino  !  Gloria  in  ex- 
celsis  I  Domiiie,  an  me  reliquisti  ? "  and  then, 
after  a  short  pause  full  of  tumultuous  feelings, 
he  added,  "As  soon  as  midnight  hath  tolled, 
and  as  softly  and  as  secretly  as  it  glides  over 
the  sleeping  earth,  I  will  come  again  to  thee — 
never  more  to  part.  And  thou,  my  beloved, 
shall  be   clutched  in  these    arms,  which  have 
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longed  for  thee  so  painfully,  that  all  their  fibres 
have  even  desired  to  grasp  thee  in  thy  spectral 
form  ever  before  me — ever  nigh  me — in  the 
thin  air.  But  away  such  thoughts — such  joys 
— a  while  longer  :  now  to  assume  my  last 
character  in  this  dreary  drama — then  for  the 
castle  well.  Ha  I  why  does  my  flesh  creep 
with  some  horror  unknown,  and  my  heart  turn 
sick  as  at  the  approach  of  death  or  danger. 
Nay,  nay  !  Away  with  all  such  craven  feelings  ! 
Honour  and  ambition  may  be  good  things,  but 
love  and  gold  are  better.'' 

He  turned  away,  and  entered  the  hostelry. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

%  IllonliisI)  Saturnalia, 

JgfHE  day  had  been  one  of  jubilee  and  high 
carnival  to  the  dwellers  within  the  Sanc- 
tuary of  Blackfriars.  The  annual  fair,  by  old 
charter  authorized,  and  by  ancient  custom 
periodically  held,  had  been  opened ;  and  great 
was  the  rejoicing-,  the  conviviality,  and  the  uproar 
witnessed  throughout  the  day  by  the  mob  of 
visitors  and  strangers  who,  during  the  con- 
tinuance of  the  fair,  were  free  to  come  and  go, 
without  parley,  without  hindrance.  The  newly 
announced  marriage  of  royalty,  and  its  promised 
visit  to  a  sumptuous  entertainment  in  the 
monastery  during  the-  after  hours  of  the  day, 
was  a  vast  additional  inducement  for  festal 
license  and  rejoicing  among  the  dwellers  of  the 
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Wilderness.  And  during  those  bright  hours  of 
joyance,  the  poor  and  maimed  were  not  for- 
gotten ;  for  the  noble  eleemosynary  spirit  of 
this  sect  of  '  the  monks  of  old '  was  exerted  to 
the  full,  and  none  who  knocked  at  the  almonry 
of  the  Black  Friars,  seeking  food  or  raiment, 
were  bidden  to  depart,  or  went  empty  away. 

Great  as  were  the  rejoicing  and  revelry 
within  the  lay  district  of  Blackfriars,  they  were 
but  as  the  pale  ghmmering  of  the  moon  beside 
the  noonday  splendour  of  the  sun,  when  com- 
pared to  the  vast  preparations  for  festive 
pageantry  and  fantastic  entertainment  under- 
taken within  the  monastery  for  the  due  honour- 
ing and  right  worthy  treatment  of  the  royal 
guests. 

I  wish  I  could  do  justice  to  the  scene  I  am 
about  to  describe — a  monkish  Pontifical,  or 
rehgious  merry-making,  in  the  Middle  Ages. 
But  at  the  outset  I  feel  my  incapacity  to  repre- 
sent with  deserving  merit,  the  vivid  picture,  which 
has  its  outlines  well  traced  in  Polydore  Virgil,  and 
which  mayhap  was  a  remnant  of  those  joyous 
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rites  offered  to  the  Flora  of  the  Romans,  or  to 
the  great  fire-god  of  the  Scandinavians  and  the 
Celtse.  Of  these  rehgious  celebrations  Erasmus 
says  : — "  The  feasts  of  priests  and  divines  are 
drowned  in  wine,  are  filled  with  scurrilous  jests, 
sound  with  intemperate  noise  and  tumult,  flow 
with  spiteful  slanders  and  defamation  of  others  ; 
while  at  princes'  tables  modest  disputations  are 
held  concerning  things  which  make  for  learning 
and  piety/'  But  it  is  not  in  this  disparaging 
light  we  would  make  mention  of  this  great 
saturnalia  amid  the  monks  of  Blackfriars. 

Great  and  vast  had  been  the  preparations  of 
these  conventuals,  caUing  into  requisition  the 
whole  brotherhood  and  their  extensive  resources. 
But  all  was  scarce  ordered  aright  ere  their  royal 
guests  arrived,  coming  on  foot,  with  a  numerous 
accompaniment,  from  the  neighbouring  palace  of 
Bridewell.  " 

Henry  was,  as  usual,  sumptuously  attired. 
His  doublet  was  of  cloth  of  gold,  his  ruff  but- 
toned by  diamonds  of  rare  size  and  of  first 
water,  his  shoulder-belt  and  mantle  stiff  with 
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gold  embroidery,  while  his  sword,  dagger,  and 
plumed  bonnet  flashed  with  innumerable  gems. 
Beside  him,  as  he  paid  his  amorous  court,  stately 
and  proudly  marched  the  new-made  Queen. 
Her  attire  consisted  of  a  gown  of  cloth  of  gold, 
raised  with  pearls,  a  stomacher  blazing  with 
diamonds,  and  other  precious  stones,  and  a  sur- 
coat  of  purple  velvet,  bordered  with  ermine. 
Her  train,  born  by  six  of  the  most  beautiful 
of  the  young  damosels  of  the  court,  was  also  of 
purple  velvet,  furred  with  ermine,  and  em- 
broidered richly  in  gold  with  various  devices. 
Her  slender,  swan-like  throat,  for  which  the 
cruel  axe  was  sharpening,  was  encircled  by  a 
carcanet  of  gold,  set  with  rarest  gems.  Her 
head-dress  was  composed  of  a  coif  of  velvet,  of 
the  peculiar  and  jaunty  form  then  in  vogue, 
adorned  with  rows  of  pearls  and  brilliants,  and 
confined  by  a  filagree  circlet  of  gold.  A  shoe, 
gemmed  and  embroidered  in  imitation  of  a 
Venetian  chopine,  mounted  on  a  high  heel, 
peeped  occasionally  from  beneath  her  dress  as 
she  glided  majestically  along. 
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Among  the  train  of  courtly  dames  and  gen- 
tles who  accompanied  the  royal  pair,  were  the 
ladies  Jane  Seymour,  George  Boleyn,  Wingfield, 
and  a  beauteous  bevy  of  the  queen's  maids  of 
honour  :  the  dukes  of  Suffolk  and  Norfolk, 
Lord  Kochfort,  Sir  William  Brereton,  Sir  Henry 
Norris,  Sir  Francis  Weston,  Sir  John  Bulmer, 
Sir  Thomas  Percy,  Sir  John  Perrot,  and  his 
constant  friend  and  boon  companion  Sir  Ralph 
Sadler,  Thomas  Cromwell,  Stephen  Gardiner, 
the  newly-created  bishop  of  Winchester,  Mark 
Smeton,  the  king's  musician,  and  a  host  of  other 
celebrities. 

The  whole  pomp  passed  in  due  marshalry 
through  the  great  fore-gate  into  the  Precincts, 
and  thence  to  the  porch  of  the  great  church, 
where,  awaiting  their  arrival,  stood  the  lord 
prior  and  his  principal  officials — each  in  his  robe 
of  office  and  ceremonial — who  thereupon  led  the 
way  into  the  interior  of  the  sacred  edifice 
wherein  the  festal  induction  was  to  be  cele- 
brated, and  wherein,  while  the  perfumes  of  the 
lavender  flowers  arising  from  the  smoking  silver 
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thuribles '"  filled  the  air,  the  general  body  of  the 
monks  hymned  forth  most  heavenly  music, 
before  the  sumptuous  shrine  they  daily  wor- 
shipped at,  whereon  stood  their  many  reli- 
quaries, still  sacred  in  the  druidical  and  tradition- 
ary imagination  of  these  monks  of  old. 

Then,  after  a  short  lapse,  the  mass  bell  was 
heard  to  ring  again  and  again,  its  shrill  sounds 
scarce  penetrating  the  immense  interior,  and 
then  was  sweetly  chanted  the  vesper  hymn — 
''Ave  Maris  Stella.''  After  which  was  intoned 
and  responded  to,  the  Litany  of  the  Virgin^  that, 
in  part,  ran  somewhat  after  this  fashion  : — 

Sancta  Maria — ora  pro  nobis. 
Sancta   Virgo   Virginum — ora  pro  nobis. 
Imj^eratrix  lieginarum — ora  pro  nobis. 
Laus  sanctarum  animamm — ora  pro  nobis. 
Vera  salutrix  earum — ora  pro  nobis. 

Then  ensued  a  short  pause,  during  which  the 
great   organ   hurled    its    liquid    thunder    and 

*  Censers. 
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sumptuous  melody  throughout  the  deepest  re- 
cesses and  loftiest  arches  of  the  splendid  edifice. 
It  hushed  its  solemn  inspirings  as  the  whole 
body  of  the  brotherhood  issued  forth  from  the 
vestiary,  and  in  solemn  procession  wended  their 
way  round  the  ambulatories,  or  side  aisles, 
chanting,  in  well-measured  cadence,  a  Te  Deum. 
The  canons  regular,  bearing  jewelled  cross  and 
silken  banner,  pix  and  chalice,  both  of  gold, 
shrines  containing  much  prized  rehquaries,  and 
censers  steaming  with  incense,  preceded  and 
were  intermingled  with  the  long  and  solemn 
array  of  the  brotherhood.  In  their  midst 
marched  an  allegorical  pomp,  consisting  of  the 
twelve  apostles,  with  their  respective  attributes, 
viz.,  St.  Peter  with  his  keys,  St.  Paul  with  a 
sword,  St.  Andrew  with  a  cross-saltire,  St. 
James  Minor  with  a  fuller's  pole,  St.  John  with 
a  cup,  out  of  which  an  ingeniously- constructed 
serpent  sought  to  fly,  St.  Bartholomew  with  a 
large  knife,  St.  Philip  with  a  cross-staff,  St. 
Thomas  with  a  goodly  partisan,  St.  Matthias 
with  a  battle-axe,  St.  James's  Major   with    a 
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pilgrim's  staff  and  gourd,  St.  Simon  with  a  saw, 
St.  Jude  with  a  club,  and  lastly,  heavily  bound 
by  chains,  and  dragged  onward  between  a  couple 
of  stout  friars,  St.  Judas  with  a  red  beard.  Closing 
the  rear  of  this  lugubrious  procession,  walked 
two  and  two  the  novices  in  their  albs  or  white 
dresses,  and  the  lay-brethren,  distinguished  mostly 
by  their  beards,  which  were  seldom  worn  by  the 
fathers  or  regular  monks.  In  serpent-like  coils 
did  the  ecclesiastical  ceremonial  wind  its  slow  way 
along  the  outer  circumference  or  ambulatories  of 
the  gorgeous  church,  until,  having  performed  a 
complete  circuit,  it  traversed  the  central  nave  and 
entered  the  choir.  Thereafter  the  service  with 
which  the  Roman  Church  marks  the  closing  of 
the  yearly  day  was  performed,  during  which  the 
full-swelHng  pomp  of  the  organ  and  choir  rolled 
in  billows  of  harmony  throughout  the  nave,  tran- 
septs, and  vast  aisles — those  sweet  and  solemn 
mediaeval  chants  which,  while  standing  ad- 
miringly amid  the  ruins  of  some  sacred  shrine, 
we  are  almost  tempted  to  give  ear  to  and  hsten 
whether  some  faint  echo  of  their  exquisite  har- 
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mony  does  not  still  float  across  the  ocean  of 
time  amid  fallen  arch  and  ruined  capulet. 

It  was  nigh  curfew-time  when  this  religious 
preface  to  the  festival  had  come  to  an  end. 
Immediately  at  its  close,  the  monks  again  formed 
in  procession,  piloting  the  way  to  the  great 
Chapter  House  wherein  the  feast  was  to  be 
held, — Henry  and  his  queen,  with  their  courtly 
retinue,  following  in  all  set  form  and  state. 

The  noble  hall  was  a  perfect  blaze  of  festal 
splendour.  The  walls  were  festooned  with 
quaint  devices  and  innumerable  flowers  of  every 
hue.  Hundreds  of  torches  blazed  from  iron 
stanchions  at  regular  intervals,  while  three  pon- 
derous chandehers  of  quaint  aspect,  containing 
numberless  candles,  depended  from  the  lofty 
groined  roof,  throwing  a  blazing  halo  throughout 
its  length  and  breadth.  The  floor  was  thickly 
strewn  with  long  clean  rushes,  according  to 
ancient  custom,  freshly  pulled  from  the  margin 
of  the  neighbouring  river.  Two  vast  fires  of 
pine  logs  blazed  and  spluttered  in  the  cavernous 
fireplaces  at  either  end. 

VOL.    HI.  G 
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At  the  upper  end  of  the  room — being,  as 
was  the  universal  custom,  the  place  of  honour, 
and  by  feudal  usage  elevated  several  steps 
above  the  other  part,  and  being  even,  on  occa- 
sions, divided  from  the  lower  by  a  folding 
screen — was  laid  a  large  cross  table,  for  the 
special  use  of  the  royal  guests,  literally  groan- 
ing beneath  its  varied  strewments. 

The  appearance  of  the  festal  chamber,  and  the 
unlimited  supply  of  the  good  things  of  earth,  did 
honour  to  the  kitchener  and  his  assistants,  as 
much  as  to  the  refectioner  and  the  general  body 
of  the  brotherhood.  It  no  doubt  resembled 
a  festival  prepared  in  the  hall  of  Arimanes,  or 
the  feast  of  Sardanapalus  on  his  sacrificial  eve. 

The  boards  were  covered  with  fine  damask, 
and  spread  with  every  rare  or  known  delicacy. 
There  were  in  all  three  courses.  The  first  of 
which  consisted  of  boiled  salmon  from  the 
Thames,  broiled  trout  and  pike  from  the  same, 
a  jowl  of  sturgeon,  elys  in  sorry  or  eels  and 
parsley,  boiled  in  wine  spicery  and  grated 
bread ;  buttered  crabs,  toasted  crabs  soaked  in 
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ale,  pickled  oysters,  fried  anchovies,  a  mixture 
of  chopped  salmon  and  skelfish  with  juniper 
sauce,  and  buttered  stockfish.  The  second 
course  was  more  solid,  and  on  a  much  more 
profuse  scale,  and  included  a  knightly  swan 
begirt  with  quinces  and  served  in  a  coffin  of 
rye-crust ;  an  enormous  crane  roasted  whole, 
the  best  part  of  a  fat  beeve,  two  shear  sheep, 
a  peacock  decorated  with  its  spread  tail,  a 
garnished  wild  boar  roasted  whole,  two  noble 
haunches  of  venison,  a  royal  pasty  containing  a 
dozen  different  kind  of  game  and  wild  fowl 
with  a  world  of  savoury  matter  inclosed  in  a 
high  wall  of  rye-crust ;  a  gammon  of  Bayonne 
bacon  deftly  cooked,  a  brisket  of  veal  dressed 
in  verjuice,  a  hare  pie,  a  solan  goose  from  the 
fen,  mutton  sottens,  larded  curlews  stuffed  with 
chestnuts  and  well  steeped  in  vinegar  ;  pout- 
pie,  several  larded  capons  and  roasted  quails, 
a  fawn  roasted  whole  with  a  pudding  inside  ;  a 
soused  pig,  a  large  venison  pasty,  baked  neat's 
tongues,  fried  calves'  tongues,  roasted  ruffs, 
boiled  pea-chickens,  turkey-poults,  calves'-foot 
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pies,  roasted  bustards,  hares  from  the  wold, 
wild  ducks  coddled  in  kelp  and  salads  of 
burrage,  chicory,  bugloss,  asparagus,  marigold 
leaves,  alexanders,  and  rocket,  with  oil,  vinegar, 
and  spices.  The  third  course  comprehended 
such  dainties  as  florentines  of  pufF-paste,  baked 
Italian  puddings,  hot  olive  pies,  French  juncates 
and  condiments,  marrow  toasts,  rjemeal  pud- 
ding, crisped  pancakes,  piment  made  of  honey 
flour  wine  and  spices ;  blamangers,  and  a  varied 
collation  of  fruit,  confections,  and  dainties, 
served  in  baskets  of  chased  silver,  flasks  of 
crystal,  and  jasper  vases.  With  these  well- 
served  courses  was  a  plentiful  supply  of  wheaten 
cakes,  rye-loves,  and  wassail-bread.  The  drink- 
ables were  of  an  equally  varied  and  numerous 
assortment.  There  were  runlets  of  humming 
mead,  firkins  of  church  ale,  brewed  at  the 
Michaelmas  past ;  convent  beer,  made  of  barley 
and  oats ;  large  wassail-bowls  of  Xeres  sack, 
sweetened  with  sugar ;  numerous  measures  of 
balmy  metheglin,  crystal  jugs  of  Gascoigne,  of 
Malvesie,  of  Claire,  of  white  Gascony,  of  red 
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Bordeaux,  and  of  Lepe  or  Cadiz  wines ;  mighty 
flagons  of  hydromel  and  wine  mixed,  long- 
necked  flasks  in  coolers,  jugs  of  hippocrass, 
bowls  of  bragget  brewed  from  strong  ale, 
sweetened  with  honey,  and  flavoured  by  spice 
and  herbs ;  the  fizzing  wines  of  Champagne, 
glittering  among  ice  in  Italian  vases,  sextaries 
of  rare  Valdepenas,  jars  of  red  canary  with 
toasts,  beakers  of  sherry-sack,  and  two  monkish 
drinks,  the  one  called  '  Mammenye,'  and  made 
of  wine,  almonds,  and  ginger,  boiled  up  in  ale  ; 
the  other  termed  '  Leche  Lumbarde,'  and  com- 
posed of  clarified  honey,  ale,  almonds,  ginger, 
and  grated  bread.  To  these  must  be  added 
pints  of  distilled  waters  and  usquebaugh  from 
Holland,  in  stone  jars  well  bearded. 

These  varied  and  stupendous  festal  supplies 
were  carried  from  the  great  kitchen  by  the 
scullions  among  the  lay  brethren,  and  by  them 
dehvered  to  the  grooms  of  the  pantry,  or 
trenchermen,  who  were  generally  selected  from 
the  most  stalwart  among  the  renowned  friars 
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and  who  hurried  to  and  fro,  attending  to  the 
guests,  and  anticipating  their  wants. 

A  richly  embroidered  dais  of  crimson  velvet, 
covering  a  throne  of  extraordinary  splendour, 
was  prepared  for  the  royal  pair,  and  thither, 
with  all  ceremony,  did  the  lord  prior  conduct 
them.  The  remainder  of  the  guests  were 
piloted  to  their  places  by  the  sub-prior  and 
other  officials — the  latter,  in  turn,  seating  them- 
selves  at  the  lower  board.  The  banquet  at 
once  commenced,  and  proceeded,  amid  a  Babel 
gabble,  in  all  festal  harmony  and  rejoicing. 
While  each  partook  to  some  repletion  of  the 
choice  delicacies,  many  were  the  wine-pledges 
passed  from  mouth  to  mouth ;  while  in  the 
gallery  at  the  lower  end  of  the  hall,  the  cowled 
choristers  hymned  forth  both  sweet  and  joyous 
harmony,  alternately  with  the  rude  music  dis- 
coursed by  a  band  of  minstrels  provided  with 
sackbuts,  shalms,  hautboys,  rebecs,  trumpets, 
drums,  and  other  forgotten  tuneful  instru- 
ments. 
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Then  the  precentor  of  the  choristers,  with  a 
voice  warbling  Hke  a  nightingale's  amid  the 
bass  throats  of  the  friars,  chanted  the  following 
anthem — a  Jesuitical  allegory  : — 

"  Oil,  such  a  death  that  I  might  die, 
My  final  gasp  love's  final  sigh, 
What  time  the  heart  has  drunk  its  bliss. 
And  hps  to  Hps  still  press  the  kiss — 
When  all  is  known  and  yet  forgot 
What  His,  oh  God  !  or  what  'tis  noV'* 

Henry  was  in  his  element,  whispering  all 
manner  of  amorous  junketings  amid  the  general 
noisy  discussion  of  this  noble  refection,  whilome 
freely  drinking  of  the  whizzing  wines  of  Cham- 
pagne. 

"  So  please  your  reverend  fatherhood,  this  is 
no  lenten  fare,  I  trow ! "  he  exclaimed,  turning 
to  the  lord  prior,  who  sat  below  him  at  a  little 
distance  to  the  left.  "  By  my  hahdome,  this  is 
neither  caritas  aiit  penitentiaf  with  ye  black 
monks ! 

*  Vide  '  Jesuit  in  the  Family.'  t  Feast  or  Fast-day. 
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"  It  imports  little,  my  liege,  that  the  part  we 
take  is  by  way  of  misericord  or  indulgentia, 
sithence  in  our  poor  way  we  seek  to  show 
ourselves  not  altogether  unworthy  of  the  high 
honour  your  grace  hath  in  this  visit  measured 
out  to  us,"  answered  this  monastic  petty  king, 
with  easy  dignity. 

"  Beshrew  me,  thou  hast  ordered  thy  recep- 
tion of  us  right  royally !  What  say  you,  my 
fairy  queen  ;  bethink  you  aught  better  is  drunk 
in  Paradise  than  this  sparkling  juice  of  the 
grape  r'  said  the  king,  turning  towards  the 
queen. 

"Methinks  the  fairies  must  brew  something 
akin  to  it  amid  the  buttercups  of  the  fields,"  she 
answered  in  the  same  strain,  to  pleasure  her 
dread  lord. 

"  Let's  have  some  further  chaunts.  Wilt  bid 
thy  monkish  jongleurs  and  minstrels,  ray  lord 
prior,  to  recite  tunefully  their  newest  conceits  V 
exclaimed  Henry  ;  and  then  noticing,  foremost 
in  the  gallery,  an  ancient  bard  with  grey,  long, 
elf-like  locks,  bowed  down  by  age,  he  shouted, 
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in  a  jovial  tone,  "Come  bard,  do  thou  try 
thy  hand  at  some  extempore ;  rouse  up,  my 
man  of  many  years,  thy  ready  rhymes,  and  tell 
thy  legend  old  for  love  of  minstrelsy." 

Amid  the  numerous  officials  and  retainers  of 
the  largest  monasteries,  the  bard  was  invariably 
to  be  met  with — a  revered  oracle  amid  the 
populace,  who  were  at  all  times  fascinated  by 
his  touch  of  the  stringed  chords,  and  the  stirring 
beauty  of  his  hymns.  These  monastic  bards 
gave  glory  to  antiquity,  with  its  fables,  its 
creeds,  and  its  heroes.  They  were  descended 
and  perpetuated  from  the  ancient  Druids — hke 
the  famed  Taleisin,  the  bardic-laureate  of 
princely  Wales.  They  sang  lays,  which  for 
the  most  part  were  improvisations,  but  which 
were  recited  with  true  minstrel  rhythm — 


Then  strikes  into  a  changeful  chaunt 
That  fits  his  fanciful  romaunt." 


The  bard  of  the  Black  Friars,  freighted  with 
many  a  summers  feverish  heat  and  many  a 
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winter's  chilling  snow,  roused  himself  slowly  at 
Henry's  boisterous  invitation,  and,  striking  the 
strings  of  his  small  hand-harp  by  way  of  accom- 
paniment, trolled  forth  the  following  verses 
upon  his  own  honoured  and  ancient  race  :- — 

"  False  bards  the  sacred  fire  pervert, 
Whose  songs  are  won  without  desert, 
Who  falsehoods  weave  in  specious  lays 
To  gild  the  base  with  virtue's  praise. 

"  From  court  to  court,  from  tower  to  tower, 
In  warrior's  tent,  in  lady's  bower, 
For  gold,  for  wine,  for  food,  for  fire. 
They  tune  their  throats  at  all  men's  hire. 

''  Their  harps  re-echo,  wide  and  far, 
With  sensual  love  and  bloody  war. 
And  drunkenness  and  flattering  lies — 
Truth's  light  may  shine  for  other  eyes. 

I 

"  In  palaces  they  still  are  found, 

At  feasts  promoting  senseless  sound ; 

He  is  their  demigod,  at  least, 

Whose  only  virtue  is  his  feast. 
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"  They  love  to  talk,  they  hate  to  think  ; 
All  day  they  sing,  all  night  they  drink  ; 
No  useful  toils  their  hands  employ, 
In  boisterous  throngs  is  all  their  joy. 

' '  The  bird  will  fly,  the  fish  will  swim, 
The  bee  the  honied  flowers  will  skim  ; 
Its  food  by  toil  each  creature  brings. 
Except  false  bards  and  worthless  kings. 

"  Learning  and  wisdom  claim  to  find 
Homage  and  succour  from  mankind ; 
But  learning's  right  and  wisdom's  due 
Belong  not  to  bards  of  such  a  hue."* 

*'  Bj  Cain's  red  beard  !  he  doth  not  flatter  his 
own  kin  ;  and,  albeit  his  music  is  tuneful  enow, 
'tis  not  fashioned  after  the  lay  of  Vulcan  and 
Dame  Venus.  Let  us  have,  in  this  bright  hour 
of  joyaunce,  an  entrancing  lyric  from  some  Bac- 
chanalian poet  T  shouted  the  king,  with  boister- 
ous mirth. 

''  I  will  sing   3^ou  a  roundelay  worthy  the 


Old  Welsh  Bardic  Song. 
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place  and  the  hour/'  said  one  who,  garbed  as  a 
decrepid  old  man,  with  shaking  joints  and  a 
continuous  cough,  had  for  some  minutes  stood 
aloof  behind  the  king,  and  now  came  slowly 
forward. 

"  Gad's  my  life  !  what  manner  of  flesh  and 
blood  art  thou  '? "  demanded  the  king,  looking 
hard  at  the  strange  figure. 

"  I  am  one  who  hath  just  ta'en  his  night 
mixtus,  after  having  been  a-hungering  these 
thirty  hours  or  more.  I  am  but  an  old  'un  at 
best,  though  an  honest  man  as  I  self-think/' 
answered  the  strange,  uncouth  figure. 

"  Honest !  Prithee  let  us  see  thy  face  more 
nigh.  If  honest  thou  be,  thou  art,  body  o'me,  as 
rare  as  a  squeaking  mandrake  I"  laughed  the 
king. 

"  Tut,  sire.  Why,  ye  are  all  honest  fellows — 
that  is,  diabolical  rascals,"  retorted  the  aged 
intruder. 

"  How  now,  knave  1  Thou  hast  a  ready  wit 
and  a  daring.  But  it  misgives  me  thou  art 
somewhat  mildewed  with  Hquor,  and,  mayhap, 
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dost  not  know  that  a  civil  tongue  keeps  a  sound 
skin/'  exclaimed  the  king,  in  some  wonderment 
at  the  other's  forwardness. 

^'  Hast  thou  not  heard,  messire,  the  monks  say 
how  Deborah  of  old  sang  the  song  of  Victory  1 
Well,  let  us  sing  too,  cousin,"  said  the  seeming 
old  man,  of  a  sudden  starting  up  into  stalwart 
haleness,  and  then,  throwing  aside  his  mask,  he 
disclosed  the  merry  features  of  the  king's  jester. 
"  Come,  cousin,  plead  for  the  nonce  thou  wert 
fully  misguided.  Wilt  have  a  knightly  chanson, 
a  doggrel  ditty,  or  an  ancient  roundel.  Wilt 
please  you  choose,  lady  most  august '? "  he  added, 
looking  at  the  queen. 

"  Ay,  speak,  my  bellibone,  or  wilt  thou  troll 
us  an  amatory  ditty  ?  Will  an  angel's  voice 
deign  to  pour  on  mortal  ear  sounds  more  tuneful 
than  the  birds'  hymned  matins  V  urged  Henry 
to  Queen  Anne,  with  passionate  ardour. 

"  Let  it  be  something  to  thy  own  taste,  with 
a  smatter  of  good  jest  and  merry  withal," 
answered  the  queen,  with  a  proud  and  glowing 
look. 
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"  Troll  us,  then,  some  goodly,  love-lorn  verse, 
in  the  first  instance,  and  after  that  some  of  thy 
merry,  rhyming,  good  gossip,  and  for  thy  pains 
thou  shalt  have  thereafter  meted  out  to  you  by 
my  fair  lady's  hands  a  lusty  measure  of  thine 
own  choosing  to  soften  thy  throat,  my  roystering 
mummer,"  said  the  king. 

"  My  noble  master,  and  you,  most  heavenly 
Blisse,  and  ye  most  worshipful  lords  and  gentles, 
I  will  firstly  give  you  a  chanson  which  these 
losel  monks  oft  sing  in  amorous  warbling  to 
some  imaged  saint,  whom  they  set  forth  with 
good  cunning  to  be  the  Virgin  Queen,"  ex- 
claimed Will  Somers,  as  he  prepared  to  unbosom 
himself  of  one  of  the  many  hymns  still  indulged 
in  by  the  Jesuits  of  modern  times. 

' '  Let  not  her  whose  eyelids  sleep 
Imagine  I  no  vigil  keep. 
Alas  !  with  hope  and  love  I  burn, — 
Ah  !  do  not  from  thy  lover  turn  ! 

"  Ah  !  when  I  view  thy  loveliness, — 
The  lustre  of  thy  deep  black  eye, — 
My  songs  but  add  to  my  distress  ! 
Let  me  behold  thee  once  and  die. 
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"  Fairest,  your  beauty  comes  from  Heaven : 
Freely  the  lovely  gift  was  given. 
Resist  not,  then,  the  high  decree, — 
'Twas  fated  I  should  sigh  for  thee," 

"  Beshrew  me,  'tis  a  hard  slap  in  the  face  for 
these  black  cattle.  It  surprises  rae  ye  do  not 
bellow  at  it/'  said  Cromwell,  who  had  purposely 
placed  himself  at  the  lower  board,  in  an 
undertone,  to  Dan  Launcelot,  the  jolly  cellarer, 
who  sat  beside  him. 

"  Is  it  meet  that  we  should  take  notice  of 
such  scurrility'?  Methinks  not;  or  our  most 
reverend  prior  would  retort  upon  the  blas- 
phemer,'' answered  the  cellarer,  with  mock 
gravity,  in  the  same  tone. 

"  But  hst  awhile  longer.  He  is  going  to  give 
ye  dotard  monks  another  turn,''  persisted  Crom- 
well. 

"  I  care  not.  0  jug,  thou  art  my  love  and 
lady  !"  whispered  Dan  Launcelot,  with  a  gutteral 
chuckle,  as  he  poured  from  a  large  earthen  vase 
into  his  wooden  mug  ;  for  we  need  not  now 
assert  that  this  man  was  one  of  the  gluttonous 
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professors  of  monkery,- — a  somewhat  hypocritical 
cormorant. 

The  voice  of  Will  Somers  was  again  heard 
chanting,  with  a  quick,  running  melody,  the  fol- 
lowing rhymes, — one  of  the  many  specimens  of 
the  popular  criticisms  upon  the  priests  and 
monks  of  old,  then  and  for  many  years  thereafter 
in  vogue. 

''Thus,  I,  Colin  Clout,  as  I  go  about, 
And  wondering  as  I  walk,  I  hear  the  people  talk. 
Men  say  for  silver  and  gold,  mitres  are  bought  and  sold. 
A  straw  for  Goddy's  curse, — what  are  they  the  worse  ? 
What  care  the  clergy  though  Gill  sweat, 
Or  Jack  of  the  Noke  ? — the  poor  people  they  joke 
With  summons,  and  citations,  and  excommunications. 
About  churches  and  markets,  the  Bishop  on  his  carpets 
At  home  soft  doth  set, — this  is  a  fearful  fit 
To  hear  the  people  jangle ;    how  warily  they  wrangle. 
But  Doctor  Bullatus,  parum  literatus, 
Domiiius  doctoratus,  at  the  broad  gate-house, 
Doctor  Daupaius  and  Bachelor  Bacheleratus, 
Drunken  as  a  mouse  at  the  ale-house, 
Taketh  his  pillion  and  his  cup  at  the  good  ale-tap. 
To  maintain  good  quarrels,  the  laymen  call  them  barrels, 
Full  of  gluttony  and  hypocrisy. 
That  counterfeits  and  paints,  as  they  were  very  saints. 
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By  sweet  St.  Mark,  this  is  wondrous  warke  ! 

That  the  people  talk  this,  somewhat  there  is  amiss  ; 

The  devil  cannot  stop  their  mouths,  but  they  will  talk  of 

such  uncouths, 
All  that  ever  they  ken,  against  spiritual  men."* 

The  revellers  cheered  this  diatribe  against 
the  priesthood  somewhat  o'er  lustily,  and  then 
launched  forth  into  a  chorus  of  voices  roaring 
out  some  bacchanal  staves,  to  a  noisy  accom- 
paniment of  table  hammerings  and  clashing 
goblets.  After  which,  Mark  Smeton,  the  king's 
musician  er,  and  a  popular  favourite,  one  who 
could  recite  a  sonnet,  whistle  a  galHard,  joke 
forth  a  roundelay,  hum  a  saraband,  and  tune  a 
ballad,  more  perfectly  than  any  of  his  day,  essayed 
his  powers,  and  to  be  in  harmony  with  the 
cloistral  feast,  sang  the  following  lines  to  a  most 
tuneful,  albeit,  solemn  air  : — 

"  The  living  dead,  whose  sober  brow 
Oft  shrouds  such  thoughts  as  ye  have  now, 
Whose  hearts  within  are  seldom  cured 
Of  passions  by  their  vows  abjured, 

*  Skelton. 
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When,  under  sad  and  solemn  show, 
Yain  hopes  are  nursed,  wild  wishes  glow, 
Seek  the  conyent's  vaulted  room. 
Prayer  and  yigil  be  thy  doom. 
Doff  the  green  and  don  the  grey, 
To  the  cloister,  hence  away." 

*'  Our  Lady's  grace  ! — how  dolorous  a  dirge  to 
be  sung  in  such  bacchant  company,"  mumbled 
Dan  Launcelot,  as  he  finished  a  platter  of  savoury 
pasty,  with  its  salletting.  "Prithee,  good 
Master  Cromwell,  hand  me  the  mead-cup  ;  for  I 
am  athirst,  and  may  est  drink  in  moderation 
during  these  fast  speeding  hours  of  scarce 
indulgence." 

"  'Tis  not  amiss  at  times  thus  to  shoot  folly 
as  it  flies  ;  but  I  have  something  of  more  import 
on  hands  just  now,  as  thou  knowest.  Hast 
ferreted  out  anj^thing  further  concerning  the 
matters  on  hand,  my  jolly  cellarer'?"  asked 
Cromwell,  in  a  still  subdued  voice. 

"  Hist !  Be  wary,  I  pray  you,  Master 
Cromwell.  See  you  not  how  blearingly  our 
haught  sub-prior  looketh  askance  at  us/'  said 
Dan  Launcelot,  in  some  affrightment. 
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"  He  must,  of  a  troth,  deal  with  Sathanos,  if 
he  can  espy  a  clue  to  our  plotting,  dan  cellarer. 
Body  o'  me,  he  looks  as  if  he  had  power  to  mete 
out  earth  and  sea,  like  Archytas  1"  said  Cromwell, 
as  he  watched  with  marvelling  interest  the 
immoveable,  albeit,  unquiet  features  of  the  black 
and  truculent  monk. 

"  God  keep  us !  Though  fair  seeming  as 
Apollo,  he  is,  it  dismays  me,  as  direful  as  Typhon. 
But,  Jesu  be  praised  !  He  hath  quitted  the  table. 
He  goes  to  attend  to  the  ordering  of  the  miracle 
play  in  the  nave  of  the  church,"  said  Dan 
Launcelot,  with  a  sigh  of  reHef. 

'"  He  needs  advancement,  according  to  his 
guilely  deservings.  His  life  must  have  proved 
one  long  war  between  his  intellect,  which  is 
supernal,  and  his  morals,  which  are  infernal. 
Eh,  my  jolly  cellarer  T  questioned  Cromwell, 
with  some  eagerness. 

"  I  dare  not  tell  thee  all  I  know,  and  of  what 
I  think,  'twere  past  all  reason  to  speak.  In 
every  broad  desert,  natheless,  there  may  be  seen 
green   spots   and  fountains  of  better  promise. 
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And  I  must  needs  hope  that  our  lord,  the  sub- 
prior,  is  not  yet  eternally  consigned  to  the 
custody  of  fiends ;  sithence  I  have  some  inkle 
his  soul  3^et  struggles  against  them,''  answered 
Dan  Launcelot  more  thoughtfully  than  was  his 
wont. 

"  Ay,  truly '?  But  thy  dismal  toning  maketh 
my  blood  to  curdle,  and  my  flesh  to  creep  ;  for- 
asmuch as  thou  hintest  of  mysteries  which,  if 
published,  would  scare  the  very  daylight,  and, 
perchance,  the  dwellers  in  Hades,"  said  Crom- 
well, with  affected  indifference.  "  They  do  say 
he  is  of  the  rare  brotherhood  of  Cain." 

"  I  do  trust  I  am  in  no  wise  akin  to  our  ran- 
corous superior,  whom  I  wot  well  ye  have  some 
reason  in  suspecting  and  avoiding,"  answered 
Dan  Launcelot,  in  trembling  accents,  and  with  a 
visible  shudder,  as  he  looked  quickly  round  to 
see  if  he  were  watched. 

"  How !  A  bold  and  jolly  monk  like  thee,  to 
be  thus  caterwauling  with  some  vague  fear,  like 
a  cat  in  a  gutter.  Go  to,  dan  cellarer — go  to,  I 
say,  and  tell  me  if  thou  canst,  hast  seen  Mistress 
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Barton,  in  her  newfound  and  dismal  harbourage  1" 
asked  Cromwell,  with  some  impatience. 

"In  yerj  sooth  that  have  I,  and  to  inform 
you  of  it,  and  certain  other  gleanings,  am  I  here 
and  at  thy  service,  ]\raster  Cromwell,"  replied 
the  cellarer.  "  I  have  seen  Mistress  Barton, 
whom,  to  my  thinking,  is  a  woman  more  desirable 
than  Agnes  Sorrel — the  lady  of  beauty.  She 
hath  in  all  things  agreed,  and  it  beseems  is  but 
too  eager  to  serve  the  purposes  of  the  young 
knight  of  St.  John  ;  while  she  thwarteth  the 
dark  plans  of — of  him  you  wot  of."  And  again 
he  glanced  suspiciously  around, 

"  Didst  glean  aught  further  of  Dan  Theodulph's 
blazon-roll  of  Doubt,  Discord,  Revenge,  and  Sin  1 
What  further  went  he  out  for  to  seek  yester- 
morn  V 

"  After  watching  him  on  his  way  to  Clerken- 
well,  and  his  short  tarriance  there,  of  the  which 
I  have  already  made  mention,  he  journeyed 
backward,  albeit  with  slow  progress,  on  his  return, 
and  was  sorely  vexed  and  grieved  of  Lucifer,  I 
have  little  doubt,  seeing  he  walked  unsteadily, 
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threw  his  arms  about,  and  talked  aloud  as  one 
demented,  and  then,  of  a  sudden,  humbled  him- 
self in  the  dust  of  the  road-side,  before  a  small 
shrine  of  our  holy  Mother  of  Mercy,  and  poured 
forth  a  prayer  which  must  needs  have  been  of 
woM  sort." 

"  Ay — ay  !  What  next  chanced  1  asked 
Cromwell,  impatientlj''. 

"  Thou  professest,  Master  Cromwell,  to  be 
somewhat  deeply  bosomed  in  the  monks'  cabala, 
and  shouldst  know  we  have  not  the  schoolman's 
jargon  that  can  with  ease  leap  from  end  to 
end  of  a  discourse.  I  can  not  o'er  hurry  my- 
self ;  for,  an  I  did,  my  thoughts  might  mistake 
themselves,'^  said  the  cellarer,  with  a  humorous 
wink  of  his  eye,  as  he  stretched  forth  his  hand, 
and  stowed  away  into  his  capacious  stomach 
well-nigh  a  flagon  of  wine. 

"  Thou  findest  it  of  ripe  vintage,  nathedoubt, 
and  there  is  no  fear  of  thy  sighing  to  the  stars 
this  night,  as  wolves  with  empty  stomachs  bay 
at  the  moon,"  said  Cromwell,  with  a  peculiar 
smile. 
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"  Corpus  Domini !  I  would  avoid  any  such 
mischance,  an  'twere  in  reason,"  retorted  Dan 
Launcelot,  with  an  answering  smile.  *'  But 
thou  wouldest  uncharnel  the  residue  of  my 
secrets,  I  know  full  well.  So  list  while  I 
further  unbosom  myself.  Coming  back  to  St. 
Paul's,  you  must  know.  Brother  Theodulph  of  a 
sudden  espied  Mistress  Barton  holding  forth 
from  Paul's  Cross,  and,  the  more's  the  pity, 
preaching  certain  dismal  heresies  pertaining  to 
this  new  order  of  Lollards,  whom  men  call 
Lutherans,  and  therein  fast  achieving  her  own 
eternal  bale.  But,  so  great  was  the  crush,  that 
though  he  called  to  his  aidance  several  of  our 
brethren  who  were  gazing  amort  at  the  bold, 
defiant  heretic,  he  could  not  force  himself  a  way 
to  the  Cross,  and  was  perforce  obliged  to  bide 
the  conclusion  of  the  audacious  harangue,  looking 
on,  as  thou  mayest  deem,  vrith  most  unquiet  eyes, 
and  resemblino;  more  man's  hideous  heritaire, 
death,  than  aught  of  living  flesh  and  blood, 
albeit  he  affected  a  grinning  ribaldry  and  a 
sneering  scorn.     So  soon  as  the  Maid  had  made 
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an  end  of  speaking,  and  the  crowd  had,  in  a 
measure,  dispersed,  he  beckoned  me  and  others 
of  this  friary  to  follow  him,  asserting,  in  a  voice 
of  unnatural  compass,  "  This  heretic  Jezebel 
hath  a  forky  tongue,  and  must  be  girt  about 
by  demons,  sith  she  hath  thus  voluntarily 
addressed  herself  to  her  doom.  Bear  witness 
all  to  her  pubhcly  avouched  heretic  pravities. 
Forward,  let  us  seize  her  ere  she  'scapes  us.  Ere 
many  hours  she  shall  be  with  the  Eternal  of 
whom  she  preaches  so  deftly/'  It  matters  not, 
Master  Cromwell,  to  speak  further  on  this  head. 
She  was  seized,  and  hurried  to  our  most  dismal 
prison,  where  it  misgives  me  no  vigils,  masses, 
penance,  or  maceration  of  the  body  shall  atone 
for  her  misdeeds,  or  save  her  comely  form  from 
the  cruel  flames." 

"  What  mean  you,  dan  monk  1"  questioned 
Cromwell  with  eager  abruptness.  '^  There  were 
small  wisdom  in  such  a  course,  methinks,  albeit 
the  gag,  the  rack,  and  the  axe,  is  the  ratio 
ultima  Fiomce." 

"  Hark  to  thy  ear.     Deep  Vengeance  allieth 
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tself  with  deeper  Silence.  Our  sub-prior  hath 
never  hvecl  an  anchorite's  Hfe  ;  contrariwise,  his 
sohtude  hath  behke  been  more  fitly  peopled 
with  witches  of  worldly  beauty  and  of  passion- 
tossed  souls.  He  hath  culled,  I  opine,  the 
first-fruits  of  this  Maid's  love  o'  ere  he  or  she 
came  hither,  and  now,  perceive  you  not  that 
like  the  leech  she  fastens  on  him,  while,  like  the 
sick  man,  he  seeks  to  pluck  her  off.  See  you 
not,  too,  an  thou  canst  unriddle  these  subtleties, 
that  there  is  a  foregone  conclusion  in  her  pre- 
sent seizure,"  said  Dan  Launcelot  in  a  low, 
solemn  whisper. 

"  Hath  heard  who  are  to  be  her  judges.  The 
King  and  Sir  Thomas  More,  I  am  apprized,  are 
two,"  said  Cromwell  gloomily,  as  if  some  sudden 
inquietude  of  his  own  had  forced  itself  on  his 
mind. 

"Tunstall  and  Bonner,  and  other  stern  de- 
fenders of  Mother  Church,  who  are  all  bent 
upon  subduing  heresy,  and  making  solemn 
ensamples  of  the  first  who  shall  for  the  same  be 
condemned.     Therefore,  I  trow,  there  be  little 

VOL.  III.  H 


170 


hope  for  Mistress  Barton  this  side  of  eternity/' 
answered  Dan  Launcelot,  in  a  dismal,  winy  tone, 
for  his  heavy  potations  were  telhng  upon  his 
well-seasoned  head. 

"  Come,  thou  shalt  drink  no  more  this  night. 
I  have  further  need  of  thy  services,  for  the 
which  a  clear  head  is  required.  What  further 
did  our  espial  this  morn." 

"Ay,  there  is  yet  a  trifle  I  have  preter- 
mitted," said  the  cellarer  with  a  wry  face  at  the 
forbearing  injunction.  "A  while  after  matins. 
Brother  Theodulph  hurries  forth  from  the  monas- 
tery as  if  in  some  inward  perturbation,  and  pursues 
his  way  with  hasty,  and  withal  irreverent  strides 
to  the  hostel  of  the  '  Three  Bells,'  whither 
arrived,  he  was  conducted  to  a  private  parlour 
where  he  had  speech  of  a  pair  of  swashbucklers, 
by  name,  Eoche  and  Vulp.  Thither  I  could 
not  follow  him,  nor,  by  any  cunning  of  mine 
ow^n,  devise  a  plan  to  gain  insight  into  their 
confabulation.  An  hour,  it  might  be,  elapsed 
ere  the  three  emerged  from  the  parlour,  but 
having  the  w^hile  seated  myself  in  a  snug  corner 
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of  Master  Boniface's  sanctum  sanctorum,  I  heard 
Brother  Theodulph's  voice  bidding  farewell,  and, 
by  way  of  a  reminder  to  what,  nathedoubt,  had 
passed  before,  exclaiming — "  One  quarter  after 
midnight  hath  chimed  I  will  be  there.  Be 
thou  in  all  ways  prepared,  as  thou  hopest  for 
thy  guerdon."  After  speaking  thus  he  departed, 
and  so  soon  as  I  could  venture  I  followed  ;  but 
naught  further  have  I  sifted  out  of  the  dust  of 
my  lord  prior's  movements,  save  that  for  an 
hour  or  more  this  afternoon  he  hath  been 
closeted  with  Bishop  Bonner,  nathedoubt  anent 
the  heretical  doings  of  Mistress  Barton." 

"  One  quarter  beyond  midnight  V  questioned 
Cromwell  in  some  amaze. 

"  Of  a  troth  such  were  his  words,"  answered 
Dan  Launcelot. 

"  So  soon.  Hath  he  heard  aught  of  our 
counter-planning  —  'twere  surely  unpossible. 
Yet  'tis  strange,  passing  strange,  his  appoint- 
ment at  so  unheard  of  an  hour,  and  with  such 
men,"  said  Cromwell,  more  in  self- wonderment 
ban  with  the  intent  of  addressing  Dan  Launcelot. 
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"  But  have  ye  not  all  things  in  readiness  V 
said  the  latter  in  some  surprise. 

"Ay,  ay!  The  Knight  of  St.  John  hath, 
ere  this,  I  trust,  secured  the  safety  of  Mistress 
More,"  answered  Cromwell,  still  in  dubious 
amaze. 

"Metrustshehas;  for,  Sancta  Maria!  'twere  a 
cruel  shame  to  see  so  gentle  and  fair  a  lady 
offered  scathe  or  dishonour.  Methinks  heaven 
bosoms  not  a  lovelier  vestal,''  said  Dan  Launcelot, 
licking  his  lips  as  doth  the  cat  when  it  tastes 
milk  and  is  not  suffered  to  have  its  fill. 

"  All  is  cared  for.  Yea,  all — even  to  the 
barge  which  will  await  them  at  the  postern- 
stairs,  at  break  of  day,  to  carry  them  to  the 
good  ship  on  which  I  have  secured  them  pas- 
sages to  Flanders  until  these  brooding  clouds 
which,  if  I  err  not,  resemble  those  that  crowned 
the  rocky  summit  of  Ararat,  have  melted 
away,"  said  Cromwell,  still  thoughtfully  ponder- 
ing, still  adread  of  some  intervening  mischance. 
"  May  the  star  which  rules  their  destinies, 
shine  ever  brightly  for  them,  like  the  blessed 
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fire-fly  amid  the  empurpled  night.  And  so  this 
off-shoot  of  a  kingly  trunk  hath  her  in  sure 
keeping.  Well,  they'll  marry,  I  opine,  and  will 
bring  forth  dust  as  their  fathers  before  them,'' 
said  the  jolly  cellarer  sententiously,  as  he  seized 
a  nigh  tankard,  and,  during  Cromwell's  pre- 
occupation, drank  lustily  of  its  contents. 

"  Come,  look  3^ou,  Master  Cromwell,  their 
majesties  have  risen,  and  we  must  wend  our 
way  with  the  rest  to  witness  the  Miracle  Play," 
said  he,  as  he  rose  somewhat  flushed  and  un- 
steadily from  his  cramped  seat,  and  seized 
Cromwell  unceremoniously  by  one  arm. 
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CHAPTER    YIII. 

P^ROM  the  earliest  days  since  Barbarianism 
has  been  dispelled  like  a  gloomy  fog  from 
our  shores,  has  acting  and  mummery,  from 
the  hall  of  the  palace  to  the  village  green, 
formed  a  popular  amusement  among  the  English 
people. 

The  famed  mystery  plays,  for  the  most  part 
performed  within  monasteries  at  certain  high 
festivals,  and  enacted  by  the  conventuals,  were 
the  first  to  incite  the  passion  for  it.  Next  came 
the  popular  legends,  illustrated  by  laymen  as 
well  as  by  devotees.  After  these,  great  figures 
of  English  history  were  placed  upon  the  stage 
of  portable  theatres,  and  enunciated  by  strolling 
layers  ;  while  again,  succeeding  the  latter,  were 
ertain  stories  selected  for  representation  from 


OR,   THE   MOXKS   OF   OLD.  175 

Greek  and  Roman  writers.  At  times  the  per- 
formances were  simplified  bj  being  confined  to 
some  extemporary  allegory."^'  Though  dramatic 
art  was  for  a  long  time  in  its  rude  infancy,  it  is 
a  mistake  to  suppose  no  genius  was  exhibited. 
Many  of  the  church  plays,  denominated  miracle 
or  mystery  plays,  from  their  generally  being  of 
a  religious  character,  exhibited  great  power  of 
thought,  and  developed  the  human  passions 
most  forcibly,  and  with  good  moral  effect. 
Scenic  display,  too,  was  not  unknown  ;  for  in 
the  churches  where  these  mystery  plays  were 
represented,  and  in  the  palaces  where  masques 
and  mumming  pageants  were  exhibited,  scenery 
of  no  common  or  dauby  kind,  and  showing 
considerable  mechanical  skill,  was  much  in 
vogue. 

It  is  foreign  to  the  scope  and  intelligibility  of 
our  chronicle  to  enter  into  any  long  explanation 
of  the  mystery  play  held  on  this  great  festival 
amid  the  conventuals  of  Blackfriars.     Cabalistic 

*  Froude. 


176 


philosophy  was  resorted  to,  and  out  of  its  teem- 
ing warehouses  were  summoned  the  Sylphs  of 
Air,  the  Gnomes  of  Earth,  the  Salamanders  of 
Fire,  and  the  Naiads  of  Water.  The  back  of 
the  stage,  placed  against  the  western  end  of  the 
vast  nave,  represented  a  rocky  background  with 
a  black,  cavern -like  hole  in  the  centre — 

"  Throngli  wliicli  rock  porcli  a  jocund  crowd 
Ruslied  witli  lieart-born  laughter  loud. 
And  tlien  the  merrj  mimesters  call, 
Y^^ith  jests  and  gibe, — '  Laugh,  losels  all.'  " 

There,  among  them,  was  the  goddess  Yenus — 
represented  much  after  the  fashion  of  Pagan 
tradition,  unencumbered  by  any  profusion  of 
drapery ;  a  Diana  of  Ephesus,  greatly  to  be 
praised ;  an  Alecto,  with  her  black,  hideous 
mask,  and  an  array  of  knotted  serpents  fear- 
fully stiffened  around  her  weird-like  head. 
There  was,  too,  a  Magian  who,  like  lambhcus  of 
Godara — that  raised  Anteros  and  Eros  from  out 
the  waters — in  his  turn  summoned  forth  two 
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beauteous  maidens,  who  proceeded  to  kneel  be- 
fore a  gorgeouslj-attired  youth,  seated  upon  a 
throne,  and  besought  him  to  select  one  of  them, 
each  urging  her  own  peculiar  claims  of  beauty 
and  goodness,  while    each  tempted    him   with 
numerous  and  uncommon  bribes.     One  brought 
him  the  precious  lore  of  antiquity,  and  proposed 
to  lead  him  to  the  Muses  and  Graces.     The 
other   unfolded   a  long  series  of   annals,  with 
processions    of    kings,    severe    struggles,    dire 
catastrophes,    and    heart-thrilling    vicissitudes. 
The  first  spoke  of  heaven  and  its  awful  conde- 
scensions, showing  the  inmost  sanctuary  of  dehght 
and  primal  loveliness  in  Paradise.     The  second 
proposed  to  summon  a  hundred  various  races, 
and  with  one  key  she  alone  possessed  to  inter- 
pret their  Babel  tongues.    The  former  produced, 
in  her  turn,  a  magic  tube,  and  directed  it  to  the 
teeming  skies.      The   latter   exhibited  a  ring, 
which  had  the  power  of  keeping  its  wearer  safe, 
even  amid  the  dwellers  of  the   dark  abodes. 
Then  the  first  nymph  summoned  forth  a  rival 
spell  in  the  shape  of  a  small  lozenge  crystal, 
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wherewitli  the  holder  could  trace  the  living 
myriads  that  move  unseen  on  every  plant,  and 
in  every  drop  of  water.  From  this  the  contest 
enlarged,  for  the  second  nymph  rent  in  twain  a 
mimic  earth,  and  exhibited  its  marvellous  con- 
tents and  its  miraculous  history.  And  thus 
went  on  for  a  while  this  learned  and  scientific 
struggle,  the  poor  baubled  prince  looking  sadly 
perplexed  amid  the  profuse  rivalries  adduced 
by  two  maids,  both  so  winsome  to  feast  his  eyes 
upon. 

The  prior,  surrounded  by  a  numerous  cohort 
of  his  monks,  hedged  in  the  royal  circle,  who 
were  bestowed  in  their  front  amid  rich  settles  and 
cushions,  and  thus  the  twain  forms  of  Cromwell 
and  the  cellarer  'scaped  detection  as  they  wan- 
dered aloof  along  the  ambulatory,  in  impatient 
expectancy  of  some  arrival. 

"  He  tarries  o'er  long,  dan  monk.  Somewhat, 
I  fear  me,  hath  gone  amiss.  And  where,  too, 
can  be  this  plotting  sub-prior  of  yours  1  I  espy 
him  nowhere,  look  and  look  again  as  oft  I 
may.      He  keepeth  company  with  other  sort 
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than  the  midnight  owls,  my  mind  misgives  me/' 
said  Cromwell,  anxiously,  and  in  a  tone  little 
above  a  whisper. 

"  His  soul  speaking  in  his  face  is  calm  as  the 
sullen  sea,  and  one  can  never  divine,  I  well 
wot,  the  intent  of  his  will.  'Twere  as  easy,  too, 
methinks,  to  move  the  Titanian  fabrics  on 
Egypt's  plains  as  turn  Brother  Theodulph  against 
his  will.  I  fear  me  thou  art  struggling  with  a 
power  more  misscrupulous,  and,  perchance,  little 
less  powerful  than  3"our  own,  Master  CromwelV^ 
said  Dan  Launcelot,  seemingly  not  altogether  at 
ease  with  his  companionship  or  alHance. 

"  Let  be,  dan  monk,  let  be  !  I  can,  I  trow, 
hold  mine  own  'gainst  all  comers.  But  what 
mischance  can  have  happed  ?  I  warned  the 
young  monk-knight  to  return  to  me  hot-foot — 
and  yet  he  tarries.  Perchance  he  is  in  some 
sore  strait,  through  the  secret  espial  of  this 
devilish  sub-prior,  and  we  know  it  not,"  said 
Cromwell,  in  an  unusually  wavering  and  excited 
mannei',  as  if  his  own  feelings  were  mj^steriously 
entwined  in  the  plotting  afoot,  and  as  if  of  a 
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sudden  he  were  seized  by  some  strange  pre- 
monition. 

"  Shall  I  proceed  anew  to  the  Maid's  cell  1 
'Tis,  as  you  know,  in  my  province  to  visit  her, 
and  see  she  w^anteth  naught  of  earthly  nutri- 
ment. Brother  Theodulph  may,  perhance,  be 
closeted  with  her,  preparing  her  for  the  ordeal 
she  hath  but  now  to  go  through,  or  mayhap 
against  the  death-tolling  tocsin  which  shall 
herald  in  to-morrow's  morn,"  said  Dan  Laun- 
celot. 

"  Well  thought  on,  my  worthy  ally.  Prithee, 
hurry  thee  there  at  once.  Yet  stay.  Art  sure 
this  Maid  will  do  our  enjoin ings  ?  Methinks 
she  hath  evil  enow  of  her  own  on  hands  without 
raeddHng  in  other  whirlwinds,"  said  Cromwell, 
with  some  inquietude. 

"  By  Blessed  Mary,  I'll  warrant  me  ye  have 
naught  to  fear  on  that  head!  Were  her  last 
hour  drawing  nigh  to  the  great  vale,  she  would 
not  lack  courage  or  strength,  I  trow,  to  do  our 
bidding  in  this  matter.  Know  ye  not.  Master 
Cromwell,  there  is  another  canker-worm  than 
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grim  Death  whicli  never  dies — 'tis  woman's 
hate  and  woman's  vengeance  1 "  answered  the 
cellarer,  in  a  cautious,  albeit  sententious 
whisper. 

"  Marry,  dan  monk,  thou  art  well  attuned  to 
woman's  sovereign  impulses,  and,  God  wot,  art 
right  enow,  nathedoubt,  in  this  matter  !  Hie 
thee,  therefore,  and  with  what  speed  ye  may,  to 
the  Maid's  torture  chamber,  and  then  without 
dalliance  return  hither,'^  said  Cromwell. 

The  cellarer  at  once  departed  on  his  mission, 
taking  the  precaution  to  move  slowly  and  noise- 
lessly along  the  dark  shadows  of  the  long-drawn 
aisle.  Cromwell  remained  in  a  deep,  and  evi- 
dently uneasy  fit  of  thought,  each  minute  cast- 
ing an  eager  and  inquiring  glance  around  on 
every  hand. 

"  What  fresh  move  can  this  pestilent  sub- 
prior  be  engaged  in  1  'Tis  of  colour  withouten 
doubt  that  shall  give  our  complot  a  check,'^  he 
murmured  to  himself ;  then  of  a  sudden  added, 
with  visible  relief,  "God  be  praised !  Here  cometh 
this  loiterer  of  ours,  and  at  a  trying  juncture 
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too.  Well  met,  sir  knight.  What  hath  betided 
thee  1  Hast  been  enticed  from  thy  path  and 
prudence  by  the  honied  wealth  of  a  new 
Hymettus,  or  hath  Pallas  distraught  thee  with 
another  edition  of  his  awful  lore  ;  or,  perchance, 
the  airy  images  that  dwell  in  thine  own  souFs 
haunted  cell  hath  caused  thee  thus  to  delay  thy 
coming  1  But  what  ails  the  youth  ?  Hath 
seen  some  ghost,  or  been  tempted  by  a  resusci- 
tated Asmodeus '?  Thou  art  as  pale  and  wan  as 
an  thou  wert  thyself  a  spectre  !" 

"  I  know  not  well  what  to  foredeem.  Of  a 
troth,  there  seems  no  reprieval  from  suspense  or 
anguish,"  answered  the  young  Knight  of  St. 
John,  in  some  doleful  agitation. 

"But  what  hath  happed  '?  Give  thy  tongue 
play  ;  for  we  can  not  remedy  evil  in  the  dark," 
said  Cromwell  with  a  slight  show  of  im- 
patience. 

"  List,  Master  Cromwell,  and  I  will  tell  thee. 
Thou  knowest,  upon  the  fervid  and  blissful 
assurances  of  thvself  and  Mistress  Barton,  I  did 
consent    to   forego   my  hurt   feelings    towards 
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Mistress  More,  in  consequence  of  her  chill  be- 
haviour to  myself,  and  to  believe  in  your  twin 
assertions  that  her  heart — her  love  still  clove  to 
me.  But,  alas,  the  hope  thou  didst  so  uprear 
within  my  breast  seems  only  that  which  woos, 
then  mocks  T 

"  Nay,  nay !  Despond  not ;  for  albeit  all 
humanity  fadeth  away,  yet  nature  never  dies  ; 
and  there  is  that  of  the  latter  in  thy  fair  lady's 
soul  which  speaks  the  witching  arts  of  love  too 
openly  to  be  behed,  and  wherein,  most  certes,  no 
adulterate  joy  can  ever  harbour.  But  prithee 
proceed  with  thy  tale-letting,  and  let  me  be 
acquaint  with  thy  late  mysterious  proceedings, 
and  the  cause  anent  thy  present  joyless  reverie,'^ 
said  Cromwell,  as  he  closely  scrutinized  the 
open  and  speaking  face  of  the  monk-knight. 

"  Thy  patience  doth  outrun  my  thoughts,  my 
new-found  friend.  Being  so  assured,  and  on 
such  good  authority,  I  betook  myself,  following 
in  all  ways  thy  enjoinings,  to  Clei^kenwell  this 
eve,  whither  arrived,  I  knocked  for  admission, 
and,  after  a  short  ^^tarriance,   obtained  speech 
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with  the  lady  prioress  of  the  Convent  of  our 
Lady  of  the  Assumption.  But,  alas!  I  was 
already  too  late.  To  my  repeated,  and  nathe- 
doubt  somewhat  earnest  inquiries  respecting 
Mistress  More,  I  found  she  had  been  sojourning 
there  sith  yestermorn  ;  but  had,  ere  the  starlight 
dews  had  uprisen,  been  again  spirited  away, 
but  by  w^hom  I  could  not  divine,  sith  the 
cautious  dame  would  no  further  enlighten  me. 
Bethinking  to  gain  other  intelligence  I  departed, 
and  coming  to  the  lodge,  wherein  sat  the  gate- 
ward,  a  monk  of  many  years  and  seemingly 
many  virtues,  I  inquired  of  him  further  con- 
cerning these  mystic  doings.  But,  woe  is  me, 
he  did  but  confirm  our  worst  imaginings  !"  said 
Richard  Plantagenet,  looking  like  one  stunned 
by  the  clash  of  hard  realities. 

''Ay,  indeed!  But  w^hat  said  her'  asked 
Cromwell,  disturbedly. 

''Alack,  but  this — and  nothing  more  phrenzied 
could  have  been  uttered  by  most  direful  woe  1 
A  cavalcade  of  noble  horsemen,  all  masked,  and 
in  other  fashion  disguised,  had  summoned  him 
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more  than  two  hours  agone  to  ope  the  gate ; 
and  then  one,  the  most  haught  and  burly 
among  them,  strode  into  the  convent,  and  after 
a  short  space  returned  with  some  maiden,  well 
cloaked  and  hooded,  but  whose  face  he  could 
not  discern  in  the  dusk  twilight  ;  and,  there- 
upon mounting  her  upon  a  led  horse,  the  whole 
cavalcade  set  forward,  and,  without  uttering  a 
word,  disappeared  amid  the  mist  of  coming 
night.  I  then  endeayoured  to  follow  on  their 
track ;  but  discerning  no  clue  of  horses'  feet  in 
the  soft  soil,  have  spent  much  time  in  making 
inquiry  at  every  wayside  house  or  cot  along  the 
road,  but  without  avail.  I  could  glean  naught 
further." 

"  Of  a  troth,  'tis  a  mysterious  and  withal  a 
doleful  tale  ;  and  the  more's  the  pity,  sithence  we 
had  ordered  all  our  doings  so  well  and  fixedly. 
But  is  this — can  this  new  outrage  be  some  act 
of  nocturnal  rapine  ordered  by  king-craft  ;  or  is 
it,  peradventure,  some  deeper  plot  of  this  sub- 
prior,  who  may  not  even  yet:,  to  his  own  think- 
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ing,  have  run  through  sins  long  labyrinth/* 
pondered  Cromwell,  in  an  audible  tone. 

"It  matters  not  which  it  prove.  I  will 
gainsay  the  deed,  and  will  face  danger's  gorgon 
face, — ay,  death's  chill  grasp,  ere  yon  miserable 
despot  king,  or  other  disloyal  knight  or  knave, 
shall  complish  their  foul  intent !  I  swear  it  by 
the  blood  and  ashes  of  my  glorious  ancestors.'* 
And  the  Knight  of  St.  John  raised  the  cross  of 
his  sword  and  pressed  it  with  significant  fervour 
to  his  lips. 

"  Methinks  it  must  be  our  monkish  opponent 
who  hath,  in  his  fatuous  desperation,  ta'en  this 
fresh  move.  For  behold  he  is  nowhere  to  be 
seen  ;  while  the  king  and  thy  rival,  Sir  John 
Perrot,  are  both  amid  the  clamouring  audience 
yonder.  But,  howe'er  it  be,  it  needs  must  we 
move  cautiously  and  give  not  up  all  for  lost  which 
another  throw  of  the  die  of  destiny  may  place 
within  our  reach,  and  that  ere  night's  midmost 
hour ;  so  prithee  take  heart.  Here  too  cometh 
he  who  may  unravel   this  new  mystery  ;    for 
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he  hath  been  with  one  who  suffers  from  woman's 
worst  of  woes,  and  who  wouldst  journey  on 
some  far  pilgrimage,  even  to  Pajnim  shores, 
and,  mayhap,  luLo  a  murkier  gloom  than  hell, 
than  let  vengeance,  in  her  case  thrice  blessed, 
scape  her  altogether,"  said  Cromwell,  while  he 
eagerly  examined  the  face  of  Dan  Launcelot,  who 
then  reappeared. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

^^  /jOME,  my  lords  and  gentles,  we  will  leave 
our  fair  Queen  and  her  gem-like  court 
to  disport  themselves  a  while  longer  with  these 
folKes  of  monkhood,  while  we  hold  a  solemn 
assize  on  a  certain  apostate  and  heretical  rebel, 
who  doth  decry  us  as  an  we  were  some  hoary 
vampire,  instead  of  the  blithest  king  that  ever 
sat  on  England's  throne,"  exclaimed  Henrj^  in 
his  usual  boisterous  tone,  soon  after  he  had  been 
whispered  by  Dan  Theodulph,  who  came  of  a 
sudden,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  mystery  mum- 
ming, none  saw  or  knew  whither. 

The  king  paused  a  moment  longer  to  whisper 
Ann  Boleyn,  and  to  hold  her  in  an  embrace,  the 
warmth  and  durance  of  which  left  her,  as  he 
departed,  overwhelmed  with  resplendent  blushes. 
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I  am  with  thee,  dan  monk ;  so  prithee  set 
orward,"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  left  the  royal  and 
glittering  circle,  and,  with  a  limited  following, 
proceeded  towards  the  common-house  of  the 
monastery,  where,  in  consequence  of  the  festal 
use  to  which  the  chapter-house  had  been  put, 
the  preparations  necessary  for  the  trial  had  been 
made.  "  We  will  ourself  enquire  into  these  mad 
doctrines  of  Johannes  iVidiffus,  whose  thoughts 
have  gone  so  far  abroad  that  they  will  not  let 
men  pause.  So  now,  monk,  I  will  wager  my 
best  cock  that  this  rebellious  Jezebel  doth  not 
know  the  nature  of  the  heresy  she  raves  about, 
or  the  fooFs  errand  her  madness  hath  led  her 
on." 

"  My  hege,  I  deem  her  not  to  be  so  unskilled 
in  this  black  lore,  which  is,  of  a  troth,  noyful 
and  odious  to  all  realms  christened,  as  thy  royal 
wisdom  doth  image,  albeit  she  will,  nathedoubt, 
declare  herself  inculpable  and  innocent,^'  said 
the  monk,  fervently  wishing,  for  his  own  fell 
purposes,  to  further  prejudice  the  king's  mind 
beforehand. 
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"  Say  you  so,  by  the  mass  ^  Where  is  this 
arch-traitheress '?  Lead  thither !  It  will  be 
seen,  in  good  faith,  whether  she  can  outreason 
our  judgment,  or  further  blind  our  justice,"  said 
the  implacable  king. 

The  sub-prior  complied  with  ready  haste  to 
the  imperious  mandate,  and  conducted  Henry 
to  the  common-hall,  where  already  a  considera- 
ble assemblage  was  gathered  in  judicial  array. 
The  prior's  throne  was  left  vacant  for  the  king, 
w^ho  at  once  ascended  it,  while  somewhat  below, 
although  in  a  line  wdth  him,  were  Bishops 
Bonner  the  bloodhound  of  his  race,  Tunstall 
of  Durham,  Gardiner  the  Episcopalian  of  only  a 
few  hours'  creation,  Stokesly  of  London,  and 
Fisher  of  Rochester,  With  them  were  also  the 
eminent  Cardinal  Pole,  Sir  William  Kingston, 
Constable  of  the  Tower,  and  one  of  the  chief 
civil  magistrates,  and  Prior  Struddel.  Of  such 
devoted  servants  to  the  Church  of  Rome  was 
the  judicial  bench  assembled  to  try  Elizabeth 
Barton  the  Maid  of  Kent,  of  heresy,  apostacy,  and 
treasonable  practices,  composed.     The  majority 
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included  men  who  were  virulent  upholders  of 
the  antique  church,  bigoted  supporters  of  its 
doctrines,  and  intolerant  persecutors  of  all  schism 
and  heretical  leanings.  Thej  had  been  selected 
in  order  to  ensure  a  conviction,  and  called  toge- 
gether  within  the  two  days  preceding,  by 
Bonner,  under  the  baneful  auspices  of  Dan 
Theodulph. 

The  body  of  the  hall  w^as  crowded  to  excess 
with  the  canons,  lay-brethren,  and  novices  of  the 
monastery,  as  w^ell  as  many  persons  of  the  best 
repute,  from  out  the  Wilderness,  known  to  be 
supporters  of  '  j\[other  Church.' 

The  undaunted  woman  for  whose  adjudgment 
these  preparations  had  been  made,  and  such  an 
imposing  array  brought  together,  was  led  in  by 
two  stalwart  monks  and  placed  behind  a  raised 
desk  from  whence  she  could  be  easily  discerned 
by  the  whole  assemblage.  Whether  it  was  she 
misdoubted  that  the  terrific  sentence  against 
heresy  would  be  pronounced  against  her  on  this 
occasion,  or  whether  her  courageous  soul  would 
not  exhibit  any  outward  semblances  of  fear  or 
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dismay,  'tis  certain  she  strode  into  the  chamber 
and  coolly  took  cognizance  of  all  within  easy 
range,  without  betraying  any  inquietude,  albeit 
she  resembled  one  whose  lofty  soul  w^as  tram- 
melled by  lowly  destinies.  She  might  still  have 
some  latent  faith  in  the  dazzling  superstition  of 
her  early  days,  which  in  that  hour  of  trial  yet 
raised  her  hopes  to  the  same  starry  heights  of 
Fate.  Or  it  might  be  that  the»  smooth  unracked 
surface  but  covered  the  dark  and  fathomless 
despair  amid  the  insupportable  ache  of  her  secret 
soul.  Or  perchance,  the  very  excess  of  her 
agonized  feehngs  gave  her  a  strange  power  of 
concentrated  endurance  and  of  concealing  all 
outward  symptoms  of  the  tumult  within  ;  for  of  a 
surety,  on  that  dread  occasion,  there  w^ere 
gathered  together  in  her  nature  the  most  be- 
wildering passions  of  humanity,  each  too,  com- 
posed of  its  strongest,  most  fiery  essence— Love, 
Ambition,  Hate,  Despair. 

There  were  two  lawyers  engaged  for  the  pro- 
secution, men  of  know^n  bigotry,  and  of  scant 
mercy,  and  with  these  was  Dan  Theodulph,  in 
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close  and  dark  confabulation  for  some  minutes 
ere  the  luckless  Maid's  entrance.  He  looked 
up,  as  she  came  forward  to  within  about  a  dozen 
yards  of  where  he  stood,  but  the  marble  repose 
of  her  features  baffled  his  closest  scrutiny. 
Their  eyes  met  at  last,  and  his  complexion  grew 
livid  as  lead  beneath  the  profound  reproach  and 
haught  disdain  of  her  look.  His  gaze  fell  before 
charms  which  once  had  wrapped  him  in  their 
magic  universe  of  love  and  pleasure.  A  pause 
of  profound  and  somewhat  aghast  silence  ensued 
until  the  impatient  king  broke  it  by  exclaiming — 

"  Why  now,  Holy  Cross,  do  ye  tarry  thus  1 
The  night  will  not  last  for  ever,  nor  will  our 
patience,  I  trow\  The  Church's  ordinances 
must  and  shall  be  obeyed,  and  I  am  here  to  see 
them  enforced.  There  is  no  nut  in  justice  so 
hard  to  crack  that  you  lawyers  need  keep  it 
turning  for  aye  in  your  mouths." 

"  By  your  leave,  sire,  we  would  ask  the 
accused  if  she  is  in  want  of  a  pleader  to  her 
cause,"  said  the  apparitor  Doctor  Stevens,  after- 
wards Bishop  of  Winchester. 

YOL.    III.  I 
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"  Ay,  aj.  Do  you,  my  lord  sub-prior,  whose 
accusal  this  chiefly  is,  see  to  that,"  said  the 
king  to  Dan  Theodulph,  who  thereupon,  while 
the  counsel  and  judges  w^ere  deciding  on  the 
forms  to  be  adopted,  approached  his  victim. 
As  he  did  so  her  eyes  filled  with  fire,  w^hile  she 
regarded  him  with  a  long,  fixed,  serpent-like 
gaze,  wdiich  even  he  had  much  trouble  in 
meeting. 

"  Eecant,  w^oman.  I  bid — nay,  implore  thee 
to  recant.  If  life  be  not  yet  so  irksouae  to  thee 
that  thou  seekest  to  relinquish  it  in  torments, 
abjure  thy  heresy,"  he  murmured  in  so  dizzy  and 
shaken  a  voice  as  scarce  to  make  the  words  audible 
even  to  her  to  whom  they  were  addressed. 

"  Quousque,  Domine ! — how  long,  0  Lord  !"  she 
sighed  in  angry  bitterness,  but  then  more  calmly 
albeit  with  wild  energy  exclaimed,  "It  beseems, 
Father  Becking,  thou  art  not  over  cheerful,  and 
yet  the  moment  of  thy  vengeance  draweth 
nigh." 

"  I  w^ould  save  you,  for  the  love  of  our  merci- 
ful Lady.     There  is  but  one  way.      Again  I 
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warn  you — recant.  There  is  ruin — nay,  death, 
in  thy  refusal,"  he  persisted  in  a  cautious  whisper. 

"  Death — ay,  death !  I  knew  it,  Theodulph,  ere 
I  came  here.  I  have  seen  it  blearing  murtherously 
in  thy  eyes  more  oft  than  once  of  late.  And  I 
tell  thee,  for  answer,  thou  art  quite  ready  for  this 
deed  or  any  other  that  hath  no  savour  of  mercy 
but  much  of  blood  in  it,"  she  vehemently 
answered,  and  there  was  something  of  contempt 
in  the  expression  of  anguish  which,  for  a  moment, 
mantled  her  proud  face,  shadowing  the  light  of 
its  religious  enthusiasm. 

"  Let  us  part,  Barton,  like  two  flames  which 
have  mingled  their  brilliance  for  a  minute's 
flash,  each  on  its  own  far-aloof  path  of  destruc- 
tion ;  but  I  pray  thee  not  to  let  me  have  thy 
blood,  too,  crying  curses  ever  on  my  head.  A 
river  of  blood  already  flows  between  us,  impas- 
sable as  death  ;  recant  and  save  thyself,  and  then 
let  each  separate,  never  more  to  meet  on  this 
side  of  human  anguish,"  again  earnestly  besought 
the  sub-prior,  gasping  heavily  for  breath. 

"  Dost  know,  monk,  there  is  somewhat  about 
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my  heart  in  this  hour  colder  than  the  waters 
of  a  petrifying  spring,  and  yet  I  can  prophecy 
that  the  full  chastisement  of  thy  life,  written  as 
it  is  in  gory  hieroglyphics,  with  its  irreligion,  its 
treason,  its  blood-guiltiness  and  monstrous  tur- 
pitude, will  ere  long  o'ertake  thee.  Faugh  ! — 
get  thee  from  me,  thou  smellest  of  Cain,"  she 
exclaimed  aloud,  and  with  fiery  indignation. 

"  The  stars  are  mightier  than  woman's  malice," 
he  muttered  with  a  saturnine  smile,  and  then, 
turning  from  her,  he  added  aloud,  "  She  is,  my 
liege  and  reverend  fathers,  schismatic  and  obsti- 
nately heretical.  She  still  persists  in  maintain- 
ing and  publicly  avowing  her  hateful  heresies, 
as  ye  may  question  her  of  an  ye  choose." 

"And  will  she  not  have  some  defender 
appointed  on  her  behalf,"  asked  Doctor  Stevens. 
"  The  King's  justicers  are  men  of  approved 
integrity,  but  'twere  more  in  reason  she  should 
have  some  one  learned  in  the  laws  to  take 
advantage   of  those    points  favourable   to   her 


It  matters  not  who  are  the  magnates  of  the 
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land  je  have  thus  marshalled  together,  albeit 

1  perceive  no  face  that  hath  much  of  the  savour 
of  mercy  writ  on  its  open  page.  I  want  no 
aidance  but  what  my  own  soul  speaking  in  my 
mouth  can  urge.  Prithee  proceed  with  thy 
accusals,  remembering  that  the  Great  All-seeing 
but  Unseen  will  hear  them,  far  as  He  sits 
enthroned  above  us  in  the  purple  heavens," 
exclaimed  the  hapless  but  undaunted  girl. 

It  would  require  much  weightier  reasons  than 
we  could  assign  to  cite  the  whole  proceedings 
at  length,  or  even  to  recapitulate  all  the  accusa- 
tions, the  erudition  and  cruel  arguments  used 
by  the  monkish  prothonotary  in  opening  the 
case.  The  acts  to  which  heretics  were  then 
subject  were  those  of  2  Hen.  IV.  cap.  15,  and 

2  Hen.  V.  cap  1.  We  have,  in  an  early  portion 
of  our  chronicle,  intimated  that  the  tide  of  per- 
secution had  again  begun  to  flow— a  tide  which, 
in  its  onward  merciless  roll,  was  to  engulph  a 
forlorn  hope,  albeit  a  noble  band,  consisting  of 
such  reformers  as  Bilney,  Bainham,  Latimer, 
Robert  Gardiner,  Tyndal,  Cromwell,  and  Luther, 
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saints  and  martjrologists — the  Paladins  of  the 
Reformation. 

How  shall  we  describe  the  charges  made  and 
the  substantiations  attempted,  against  the  Maid 
of  Kent '?  Much  to  her  surprise,  albeit  more  to 
her  disgust,  it  was  admitted  by  the  prosecution 
that  she  had,  ever  since  her  residence  within 
the  precincts  of  Blackfriars,  been  followed  by 
assiduous  spies  under  various  crafty  disguises,  who 
took  dangerous  note  of  all  she  said  or  did,  and 
who  were  now  to  be  called  as  witnesses,  ready 
to  aver  that  she  denied  the  merits  of  the  saints, 
and  preached  pardon  through  Christ  only. 
Added  to  which,  she  was  charged  with  denying 
transubstantiation,  with  deriding  the  value  of 
the  confessional,  the  power  of  the  keys,  and  the 
lawfulness  of  the  mass,  with,  moreover,  throwing 
discredit  upon  the  existence  of  purgatory,  and 
upon  the  worship  of  saints  and  relics.  To  these 
were  appended  the  further  incriminations  of 
being  an  apostate  to  her  conventual  vow,  that 
she  had  wantonly  deflowered  her  celibacy,  that 
she  was  a  virulent  upholder  of  the  rankest  heresy. 
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was  guilty  of  high  treason,  an  arch-rebel  to  her 
king,  a  firebrand  and  her  country's  bane. 

Then  Doctor  Stevens  took  up  the  denuncia- 
tion against  the  *  Xew  Learning,'  and,  in  words 
of  fierce  and  bitter  invective,  launched  forth  the 
wordy  thunderbolts  of  Home.  "  I  speak,"  quoth 
he,  "  of  that  pestilential  heresy  which  is  daily 
becoming  more  and  more  ingrained  in  Holy 
Church,  as  a  cankerworm  in  the  rose-garland  of 
the  celestial  spouse.  Perilous  strides  have  been 
attempted  in  these  audacious  days,  towards  the 
uprooting  of  all  ecclesiastical  foundations,  while 
holy  communities  have  been  too  oft  and  too 
boldly  menaced.  'Tis  all  the  ill-consequence  of 
those  pestilent  heresies,  by  which  souls  are  in 
this  our  da}^,  being  won  over  from  the  kingdom 
of  light  to  the  kingdom  of  darkness.  That  these 
devilish  opinions  have  met  with  some  apo- 
cryphal success,  T  must  needs  admit,  for  it 
Cometh  and  goeth  like  the  wind,  no  one  knows 
whither.  But  then  the  more  need  of  its  imme- 
diate and  utter  irruption.  This  cancer  most 
gigantesque  in  the  body  politic  must  be  cut 
out,  scarified  in  the  part  diseased.     This  moral 
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hydrophobia,  this  poisonous  plant,  raust  not 
merely  languish  and  rot,  but  must  certes  be  at 
once  made  to  fester  and  die.  We  must,  without 
even  a  day's  or  an  hour's  tarriance,  close  with 
the  leprous  evil,  amputate  the  corrupt  limb,  and, 
if  need  be,  exorcise  the  foul  fiend  himself,  who 
thus,  like  the  hell-hound  he  is,  masques  himself 
amid  our  every -day  life,  forges  the  ready  lie, 
and  thinks  to  set  a  molten  stream  of  damnable 
doctrines  rolling  through  our  ancient  Church, 
similar  to  the  Phlegethon  accursed  in  Hades. 
It  needs  not,  my  lords,  I  should  by  any  further 
argument  decij  these  hateful  practices,  which 
are  too  well  proved  to  be  false  by  the  \vritings 
of  the  fathers,  the  decrees  of  the  councils,  the 
opinions  of  the  wisest  doctors,  and  by  the  scrip- 
tures themselves.  But  as,  like  the  pestilence, 
these  heresies  are  flying  abroad  in  the  noontide, 
and  are  infecting  even  the  first  and  fairest  of  our 
flocks,  even  so,  like  the  pestilence,  must  a  quick 
and  violent  remedy  be  on  the  moment  forth- 
coming. Ye  must  adjudge  without  mercy,  and 
condemn  unhouseled  and  unshrived.  Ye  must 
light   anew    the   funeral    pyre,    ope  anew   the 


OR,  THE    MOKKS   OF   OLDo  201 

torture  store,  and  breath  forth  anew  the  bhght- 
ing  anathema  of  Mother  Church.  This  must 
thou  do,  most  noble  king,  if  thou  wouldst  not 
see  thy  subjects  faUing  into  the  phantom-peo- 
pled slumber  of  despair.  This  must  ye  do, 
reverend  fathers,  if  ye  would  have  Satan's  dark 
purpose  within  him  melt,  and  if  ye  wxuld  not 
behold  your  flocks  suffer  those  pangs  which 
longest  torture  but  latest  slay.  This  must  ye 
do,  my  hege  and  lords,  in  the  ill  case  now  under 
investigation.  If  the  accused  will  recant — then 
well.  Let  her  do  so  ;  but  let  it  be  as  on  a  late 
occasion,  by  public  penance  and  public  inquisi- 
tion. If  she  doth  not  abjure,  but  continueth 
stubborn  in  her  fanatical  ravings,  and  heretical 
delusions,  then  with  Death's  gag  stop  her 
blatant  obloquy,  and  wipe  her  off  from  God's 
earth,  where  she  is  no  more  fit  to  dwell.'' 

"  All  holy  saints  keep  us  from  harm,  and 
absolve  our  wretched  souls,  if  such  slavish 
dogmas  be  enforced,"  murmured  the  Knight  of 
St.  John,  who,  with  Cromwell,  stood  at  the  far 
end  of  the  chamber,  under  the  shadow  of  an 
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overhanging  gallery,  for  every  point  of  vantage 
had  been  eagerly  seized  upon  by  the  interested 
conventuals  and  their  sanctuary  constituents. 

"  Ay,  it  is  most  obvious,  an  such  rigid  doc- 
trines held  public  swaj^  we  should  all  have  to 
lead  mortified  lives,  which  would  sadly  subvert 
the  pleasure  leanings  of  these  black-stoled 
Eremites.  Albeit,  in  their  case,  it  bethinks  me 
it  would  be  a  wise,  though  perchance  a  stern 
ascetism,"  said  Cromwell,  with  a  scornful  smile. 

"  But  see  you,  blaster  Cromwell,  this  caitiff 
official,  Dan  Theodulph,  is  yonder.  Doth  he 
look  as  an  he  feared  even  the  quake  of  rocking 
Nature.  Can  it  be  he  hath  the  unresting  doom 
of  Cain,  or  seeks  but  now  to  lure  a  vestal  to 
mortal  sin  ?  I  can  scarce  believe,  and  yet  me- 
doubts,"  said  Richard  Plantagenet,  in  a  vague, 
anxious,  and  uneasy  tone. 

"  Dost  thou  jealousy,  brave  knight  V  asked 
Cromwell  with  a  quiet  smile. 

"  By  the  holy  sepulchre,  nay  !  Wh}^  should 
I  fear  a  monk's  surplanting  '?  Albeit,  for  another, 
dearer  than  very  hfe,  I  dread  his  smooth,  plausi- 
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ble,  and  Tvithal  satanic  cunning.  I'm  well- 
nigh  as  poor  as  Job,  yet  would  I  freely  render 
up  my  all  this  hour  to  be  acquaint  with  his 
dark  secrets,  or  assured  of  her  perfect  safety,'' 
answered  the  Knight  of  St.  John,  in  a  dreamy 
tone. 

'^  We  must  wait  a  while  longer  and  watch. 
The  web  of  this  complex  plot  is  not  yet  wholly 
woven,  I  trow.  But,  pucker-browed  and  soul- 
scheming  monk  as  he  is,  'twill  go  hard  if  we 
cannot  unravel  him,  and  that  ere  dewy  morn.  I 
have  another  spy  upon  his  movements,  and  on 
thy  lady's  weal,  wdiom  you  wot  not  of,"  said 
Cromwell,  more  reassured  than  he  had  yet 
appeared. 

"  Of  wdiom  speak  you  1"  eagerly  inquired 
Plantagenet. 

"  List  to  thy  ear  !  Whom  think  you,  but  Sir 
Thomas  More.  I  apprized  him  this  eve  of  all, 
even  of  thy  mad-cap  fancies,  sir  knight,  and  sore 
was  my  trouble  in  preventing  him  rushing  hot- 
foot to  his  Majesty,  a  climax  which,  in  his  then 
fuming  mood,  might  have  had  an  ill  effect  upon 
his  court  favour  and  further  advancement.    But 
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in  the  end  he  came  to  think  with  me,  that  brain 
for  brain,  and  scheme  for  scheme,  hke  the  eye 
for  an  eye,  and  the  tooth  for  a  tooth,  were  the 
truest  pohcj.  Hence  he  is  working  hke  the 
mole,  somewhat  in  the  dark ;  while  I  play  the 
part  of  an  observing,  albeit  silent  inquisitor,  in 
the  full  blaze  of  these  active  plottings." 

"  But  whither  have  they  ta'en  Mistress  More  1 
In  what  dark  communion  is  she  perchance 
herded  '?  Alas,  how  sore  a  strait  may  she  not  be 
compassed  in,  wearying  her  sweet  voice  with 
wailings,  doleful  as  the  cry  of  the  wild  sea-mew," 
exclaimed  Plantagenet,  ruefully  ;  but  then  with 
desperate  vehemence  adding,  "  But  iu  matters 
not ;  our  hearts  must,  after  life,  be  undivided 
dust ;  and  meanwhile  I  have  my  sword,  which 
shall  draw  the  life-blood  of  yon  hoary  despot 
'fore  ever  he  forces  wrong  on  her  I  love/^ 

"Art  thou  a  lion's  whelp,  sith  thou  knowest 
not  fear,  and  dost  so  boldly  adventure  1  See 
you  not  how  your  haught  words  and  unrulj^ 
tongue  hath  brought  on  us  some  inquisitorial 
notice,"  exclaimed  Cromwell  cautiously. 

"  What  care  I !     My  life  on  it,  these  spies,  if 
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such  thej  prove,  will  not  sooner  betray  roy 
words  than  I  sht  their  tongues,"  retorted  Plan- 
tagenet  fiercely,  as  he  scowled  defiance  around, 
looking  for  all  the  world  a  fitting  hero  for  the 
splendid  enigma  of  his  horoscope  and  rare 
lineage. 

"  Why,  go  to,  sir  knight !  I  warrant  me  thou 
art  as  angry  as  a  woman  that  has  lost  her  lover,  or 
her  favourite  popinjay.  Thou  canst  not  ride  the 
winds,  or  stem  the  unruly  current  of  events  ;  so 
prithee  suffer  in  patience,  and  seek  not  by  such 
stormy  outcriance  to  bespeak  attention,  and  gain 
for  thyself  a  confinement,  where  all  thy  vexing 
and  remorse  will  prove  unavailing,  even  wert 
thou  to  live  until  the  eternal  years,"  urged 
Cromwell,  in  a  cautious  undertone. 

"  Naught  shall  blazon  crime,  or  consecrate  ill- 
deeds,  I  vow,"  said  the  Knight  of  St.  John,  in 
the  tones  of  a  baffled  lion.  "  I  imprecate  death 
and  dishonour  on  my  head  if  the  e^il  devised 
be  worked  upon  Aveline  More,  in  whose  absence 
and  coolness,  methinks,  the  earth  hath  lost  a 
glory  and  life  a  blessing." 
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"  Nothing  is  lost  while  men's  hearts  remain 
true  to  them.  AVe  shall  soon  know  further. 
Meanwhile  let  us  list  to  yon  brave  girl,  who  is 
about  to  answ^er  the  accusals  prompted  by  yon 
serpent-Kke  sub-prior,  w^ho,  to  my  seeming, 
smells  already  more  rankly  of  death  than  a 
ploughed  graveyard,"  said  Cromwell. 

The  Maid  of  Kent  had  taken  exception  to 
some  of  the  forms  adopted,  to  the  evidence  ad- 
mitted, and  also  to  the  want  of  two  witnesses 
to  prove  some  of  the  strongest  points  urged 
against  her.  All  her  objections  were,  however, 
overruled ;  and,  to  the  latter.  Dr.  Stevens  rephed 
in  words  somewhat  similar  to  those  used  on  a 
more  haught  occasion,  and  by  a  person  of  much 
fiercer  propensities.  "  As  the  cause  is  so  must 
the  judges  decide  upon  the  number  of  witnesses 
and  the  quality  of  their  evidence,  and  in  heresy 
no  exception  to  this  rule  is  necessary.  For 
otherwise  heretics  might,  without  fear  or 
jeopardy,  implant  their  false  doctrines  into  the 
souls  of  lewd  and  light  persons,  put  them  for- 
ward as  witnesses  to  the  gainsaying  of  justice 
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and  all  law.  One  witness  is  all  that  hath  been 
ever  considered  necessary.  It  is  the  imiversai 
law  of  Christendom,  and  hath  ministered  to  the 
common  weal.  Of  any  injury  done  to  indi- 
viduals by  such  a  course  we  know  not." 

The  witnesses  speaking  to  the  varied  acts  of 
heresy  charged  against  the  Maid  were  then 
summoned,  Dan  Theodulph  being  the  last,  and, 
to  all  outward  semblance,  the  most  reluctant. 
But  his  words,  though  dragged,  as  it  were, 
hesitatingly  forth,  blighted  more  than  all  that 
had  been  adduced  before,  and  went  to  prove, 
in  all  respects,  the  mazy  accusations  laid 
to  her  charge.  But  as  he  hissed  forth  those 
scathing  words,  the  heart  of  the  sub-prior  re- 
lented not. 

"  Look  not  so,  liver-hued  monk.  Thou  hast 
spoken  bravely  most  murtherous  truths,  albeit 
they  will  damn  thee  incontinently.  Go  thee  to 
thy  cell,  sithence  thy  task  is  wrought;  and 
when  there,  with  naught  but  night  and  solitude 
surrounding,  then  perchance  thou  wilt  feel  that 
the    darkest    night   is  not  so  pally    as   guilt's 
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clouded  mind  ;  that  the  blackest  shade  is  light- 
some to  the  icy  dimness  of  despair,"  exclaimed 
Elizabeth  Barton,  as  Dan  Theodulph  made  an 
end  of  witnessing,  and  retired  from  foremost 
view. 

A  flamy  glow  was  on  her  cheek,  and  a  trou- 
bled light  gleamed  from  beneath  her  downcast 
lids  on  the  scorching  drops  that  balanced  ere 
they  fell.  For  a  few  seconds  she  was  silent 
with  a  bursting  soul.  She,  however,  quickly 
recovered  ;  and  shaking  off,  with  a  fretful  im- 
patience, the  momentary  weakness,  she  addressed 
herself  to  the  task  before  her,  which  was,  however, 
to  prove  no  defence,  but  an  ample  justification  of 
all  she  had  done  and  preached.  She  knew  her 
precipitous  destiny  could  not  pause :  she  felt  the 
struggle  before  her  was  with  Fate  itself,  and 
nobly  she  vacated  the  untenable  paradise  of 
Despair,  and  faced,  Titan-like,  the  impending 
flood,  ere  she  sank  to  her  obhvion  of  commemo- 
rated dust. 

"  Ye  are  my  mortal  judges,  I  am  forced  to 
believe,    having,  too,  within  j^our  clutches  the 
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sovereign  sway  of  life  and  death,"  she  com- 
menced, in  her  usual  earnest  and  impressive 
manner.  "Ye  have  heard  the  offence  whereof 
I  am  accused.  Ye  have  listened  to  mine 
accusers,  and  they  have  not  spared  me — even 
him,  the  last  among  them,  who,  in  memory  of 
other  times  and  other  ties,  had  reason  to  spare 
himself  further  false  witnessing — his  heart  fur- 
ther blood-letting.  But  I  conceit  not  the  effect 
of  his  words  upon  ye.  He  is  a  Saul  among  the 
prophets,  a  Judas  among  the  apostles,  a  son  of 
Ephraim  turning  himself  back  in  the  day  of 
wrath.  He  has  spectres  to  haunt  him  which  no 
exorcism  will  chain  ;  mine  will  be  but  another 
added  to  the  fearful  list.  But  Vengeance 
draweth  nigh  !  To-morrow's  sun  which,  per- 
chance, will  rise  on  my  scathed  corpse,  shall, 
ere  nightfall,  draw  my  blood  to  heaven,  and 
from  thence,  ere  time  shall  be  no  more,  a  crim- 
son cloud  shall  descend  in  tempests  on  this 
king-cursed,  priest-ridden  land.  But  the  will  of 
my  Master,  who  is  above  all,  be  done.  I  am 
here  to  bear  witness  with  my  life  to  His  truth, 
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not  to  dispute  your  earth-charges.  The  way  is 
fiery,  but  it  leads  to  Paradise.  Dark  and  terrible 
frowns  the  gate,  but  the  prospect  through  it  is 
one  of  eternal  light  and  peace.  Therefore  shall 
not  ye,  my  mortal  judges,  or  these  my  accusers, 
stand  between  me  and  the  glorious  sun  of  bhss 
that  never  sets.  Therefore  do  I  confess  my 
doctrinals,  and  thereunto  add,  that  what  your 
blindness  proclaimeth  to  be  the  paths  of  heresy 
is  in  very  troth  the  straight  and  narrow  way 
wherein  they  who  walk  turn  not  aside,  be  it  for 
worldly  wealth  or  for  worldly  passions.  For  a 
season — long,  dark,  and  bitter, — I  remained  as 
one  unknowing  where  her  course  was  bound, 
like  a  fallen  leaf  hurried  on  the  blustering 
wind.  But,  when  light  broke  on  my  soul,  and 
I  came  to  view,  as  in  some  celestial  mirror,  the 
wonder-works  of  Nature's  God,  then,  with  a 
traveller's  appetite,  I  rushed  to  the  new  and 
blissful  haven  of  a  sudden  spread  before  my 
astonied  vision. 

"  This  new  light,  for  which  ye  of  Rome  so 
quake  and  fear,  shall  ere  long  be  among  ye  to 


211 


dispel  the  phantasms  wherewith  your  spiritual 
rulers  and  masters  have  heretofore  peopled  even 
the  heavens  themselves  with  lying  terrors.  We 
require  no  astrological  researches  to  foredeem 
that,  nor  does  it  form  the  subject  matter  of  a 
mere  magnifxcent  hallucination.  I  regard  the 
Deity,  as  do  all  and  will  all  whom  ye  so  weakly 
misterm  heretics,  as  the  sole  judge  between 
Himself  and  His  creatures.  We  believe  religion 
to  be  a  divine  essence,  and  none  of  our  yolk- 
fellowhood  place  rehance  on  exterior  forms.  Ye 
and  your  general  priesthood  hold  yourselves  up 
as  angels  of  light,  and  thereby  seek  the  better 
to  extend  the  kingdom  of  darkness.  V>^e  want — 
we  will  have — no  more  of  ye.  Lazy  priests  and 
base  belly-god  monks  have  ridden  us  already 
too  long,  and  spear-galled  us  too  hard.  We 
laugh  to  scorn  your  pilgrim,  with  a  long  roll  of 
lies,  from  St.  James  of  Compostella,  or  from 
your  Lady  of  Loretto.  We  deride  without 
measure  the  budget  of  rehcs  brought  from 
Rome  by  some  pardoner,  whom  ye  put  forth  at 
seasons  to  remit  sins  at  a  penny  a  dozen.      We 
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wholly  misdoubt  and  contemn  the  toll-house 
ye  have  raised  betwixt  heaven  and  hell,  your 
profitable  purgatory,  whose  keys  are  solely 
kept  by  the  Pope,  who,  like  an  iniquitous 
judge,  commutes  eternal  punishment  for  earthly 
bribes. 

"Not  by  the  erring  gauge  of  mine  own 
reason  would  I  mete  out  these  words  of  rebuke 
and  scorn,  but  because  His  word,w^hich  ye  hide 
under  bushels  as  the  lone,  unfading,  and 
unerring  lamp,  hath  given  me  the  sign.  Human 
reason  is  but  a  faint  and  glimmering  taper, 
and  your  boasted  traditions  but  deceptive  wild- 
fires, in  comparison  to  His  w^ord,  w^hicli  to 
earth  is  as  the  day-blush  mantling  heavens 
face.  Ye  may  have  gazed  so  intently  on  the 
lack-lustre  sun  of  the  past  that  ye  are  fasci- 
nated, and  dare  not  adventure  to  learn  how  base 
a  mimicry  it  is  by  looking  upon  the  glory  that 
shall  be  revealed.  Death  is  the  gate  ward  of 
Paradise.  Who,  think  you,  would  abide  amid 
the  aches  and  sorrows  of  this  life,  if  he  felt,  as  I 
do,  that  the  shores  of  Paradise  adjoin  the  dark 
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billows  o'er  which  within  a  few  hours  I  shall 
float.  I  know  I  am  doomed ;  I  can  read  it  in 
your  scowling  features  ;  I  can  feel  it  here  in  my 
yet  beating  heart.  The  battle  has  been  fought, 
and  my  sun  is  about  to  set.  Eternity  is  before 
me,,  and  I  am  about  to  stake  eternity  on  the  faith 
which  is  within  me.  Let  that  go  forth  among 
the  enemies  of  thy  ruinous  faith.  But,  fore- 
deeming  so  well  what  shall  hap,  I  fear  not, 
neither  am  I  moved.  Nay,  I  would  not  exchange 
my  lot  for  that  of  the  best  among  ye.  Sithence 
the  bondage  of  earth  is  all-nigh  broken,  sith  the 
flesh  hath  no  more  accord  with  the  spirit,  and 
now  that  the  gates  of  the  eternal  Canaan  are 
opening  for  me,  can  ye  think  the  world,  or 
worldly  joys,  possess  for  me  further  charms  1 
Xo  I  am  ready  for  all  ye  can  adjudge  me  to. 
Yet,  ere  I  pass  away  from  earth  to  heaven,  from 
the  sigh  of  the  dreary  night- winds  to  the  bright 
dayhght  ever  beaming  on  Eden's  streams,  let 
me  foretell  what  of  late,  in  visions  by  grief- 
struck  meditations  chastened  down,  I  have 
beheld.     Let  me  prophesy  anew  of  myself,  as  of 
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old  ye  of  '  Mother  Church '  forced  me  so  oft,  so 
drearily,  and  so  sinfully  to  do.  Know  then, 
0  king,  that  the  blood  of  patriots  quenches 
not.  Thou  mayest  hew  and  slay,  but  still  will  it 
feed  persistently  the  sacred  fire  of  English 
liberty,  which  shall  yet,  in  thy  despite,  bloom 
lustrously  for  ages  everlasting," 

"  I  am  not,  by  St.  George,  so  easily  ruffled 
by  women's  pranks  as  to  put  faith  in  any  mad 
heretic's  ravings,"  said  Henry,  with  a  fierce 
growl.  "But  whence  thou  hast  thy  daring — 
from  heaven  or  from  hell — I'll  learn  ere  another 
sun  hath  risen  and  set." 

"  Use  your  despot  tortures.  I  am  all  marble 
to  endure  them  rather  than  answer  thee  other- 
wise than  now.  "Tis  guilt  alone  that  weeps  and 
wails  and  gnashes  teeth ;  for  it  hath  no  hope 
within,  either  from  God  or  man,"  answered  the 
Maid  of  Kent,  defiantly,  albeit  a  heavy  sigh 
seemed  nearly  to  rend  in  twain  her  courageous 
breast. 

"  Thou  art  deft  at  guessing  riddles,  and  thou 
shalt  answer  for  thine  own,  what  time  thou  art 
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taken  hence  condemned  a  relapsed  heretic  and 
traithress,  ^\'orthy  of  hell-fire/'  retorted  the 
king,  his  blood-thirstj  wrath  churning  in  his 
soul. 

"  I  will  question  thee,  0  king,  as  did  the 
Angel  Uriel  of  old  the  sons  of  men — 'thinkest 
thou  to  comprehend  the  way  of  the  Most  High  ; 
canst  weigh  Him  the  weight  of  the  fire,  or 
measure  Him  the  blast  of  the  wind,  or  call  Him 
again  the  day  that  is  past,'^ — wilt  thou,  in  thy 
impious  pride  and  despotism,  answer  me  yea." 

"  I  will  answer  after  another  fashion,  accursed 
Delilah  !  Thy  revilings  and  heresy  should  long 
since  have  obtained  for  thee  the  stern  justice  of 
having  thy  tongue  plucked  out  by  the  roots  " 
answered  the  incensed  king,  with  a  fierce  scowl. 
Then,  turning  suddenly  towards  Bonner,  who 
sat  nighest  on  his  left,  he  whispered  him,  in 
thick,  harsh  accents,  for  a  few  moments,  when, 
after  receiving  a  reply,  he  added,  in  a  more 
audible  tone,   "  Do  me,  Bonner,  this  matchless 

*  Tide  2nd  Book  of  Esdras,  cap.  iv. 
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service,  and,  by  St.  George,   matchlessly  shalt 
thou  be  rewarded." 

The  next  moment  the  bench  of  bishops  was 
in  close  conclave.  The  fever  of  the  Maid's 
spirits  burned  in  her  glowing  cheeks,  and  in  the 
restless  ravening  of  her  eyes  as  they  wandered 
in  disturbed  expectation  from  judge  to  judge, 
while  they  spoke  earnestly  but  subduedly 
together.  Was  it  marvellous  that  her  undaunted 
heart  should  be  dismayed  at  the  nigh  prospect 
of  death,  and  such  an  one  as  she  foredeemed. 
There  were  already  feelings  within  her  which 
time  could  ne'er  benumb,  and  which  no  other 
mental  torture  could  unseat.  She  was  alone, 
too,  in  her  awful  ordeal — alone,  without  friend, 
or  hope,  or  aid,  amid  a  mighty  phalanx  of 
inveterate  foes.  The  all-peopled  earth  was  to 
her  a  nameless  desert.  Could,  therefore,  blazing 
Etna  glow  more  scorchingly  than  her  soul 
within  her  breast  at  that  dread  moment  ? 

There  was  a  stir  among  her  judges,  an  awful 
silence  in  the  judgment-hall.  A  minute  more, 
and  the  shrill,  harsh,  but  cruel  voice  of  Bonner 


OE,  THE    MONKS    OF    OLD.  217 

^Yas  heard  proclaiming,  in  the  name  of  himself 
and  his  co-reverend  justices,  the  dread  decision 
they  had  come  to — one  conformable  with  the 
relentless  persecutions  and  martyrings  of  the 
remorseless  Druses  and  Maronites. 

"  Listen,  all  who  are  here  assembled,  to  the 
intent  that  ye  may  take  w^arning,  and  come  not 
to  such  a  pass.  Listen  thou,  Elizabeth  Barton, 
apostate  maid,  adulterous  nun.  Thy  pestiferous 
w^orks,  thy  perjury,  thy  heresy,  thy  betrayal  of 
thy  cloistral  vow^s,  thy  treason  against  Mother 
Church  and  God's  anointed  king,  all  cry  aloud 
for  an  utter  cessation,  for  a  befitting  punishment. 
The  chartulary  of  this  monastery  hath  been 
looked  into,  and  thy  heinous  crimes  are  discerned 
to  have  taken  thee  altogether  out  of  the  sacred 
privilege  of  sanctuary.  Thou  art,  therefore, 
handed  over  from  the  jurisdiction  of  the  Church 
to  secular  justice.  Thou  wilt  be  taken  from 
hence  to  the  church  to  attend  the  duty  at  prime, ^'' 
when  thou  wilt  be  for  ever  excommunicated  from 
the  Christian  fold.  It  is  woful  to  originate  human 
*  The  midnight  seryice  of  the  Church  of  Rome. 

VOL.    TIL  K 
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suffering  ;  it  is  passing  sad  to  cause  human  biood 
to  be  sacrificed  ;  but  the  Church  Universal,  which 
is  the  judge  to  whom  the  sword  of  St.  Paul  and 
the  keys  of  St.  Peter  descended  and  have  ever 
been  confided,  must  not  flinch  in  her  appointed 
duties.  Thou  in  thy  life  hast  hoped  to  enjoy 
the  delusions  which  an  evil  fate  hath  held  out 
to  thy  accursed  and  demented  sect.  Thou  didst 
desire  to  behold  the  besom  of  destruction  sweep 
away  the  pride  of  our  antique  faith.  Thou 
sought  est  to  deface  our  shrines,  to  create  a 
servile  war  in  the  land,  to  the  intent  that  the 
statuaries  of  the  hierarchs  and  disciples  of  Holy 
Church  might  be  mutilated  and  laid  waste,  and 
that  the  blessed  tabernacles  and  carved  shrines 
of  God  and  his  Holy  Mother  might  be  desecrated 
and  destroyed.  For  these  things  hath  the 
judgment  of  the  Church  overtaken  thee,  for  these 
things  must  thou  be  anathematized,  and  for 
these  things  must  thou  die.  Belapsa  est  et 
relinquenda  in  manibus  justitice  secularis''^^ 

Sir  William  Kingston,  as  Constable  of  the 
*  Relapsed  and  abandoned  to  secular  justice. 
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Tower,  in  the  absence  of  the  Lord  Major,  pro- 
ceeded to  pass  sentence.  She  was  condemned 
to  be  burnt  at  Smithfield  before  noon  on  the 
morrow.  Accompanying  the  awful  announce- 
ment was  the  formal  recommendation  to  the 
Supreme  Mercy,  with  which  the  Church  of  Home 
was  so  well  wont  to  veil,  albeit  only  with  a  deeper 
gloom,  its  deeds  of  darkness  and  blood. 

"  In  nomine  JDomine.  Amen !"  was  the  solemn 
and  sonorous  chorus  with  which  the  array  of 
judges  closed  the  dread  ordeal. 

The  King  immediately  arose,  and,  with  a  flush 
of  gratified  triumph,  beckoned  his  followers,  the 
while  exclaiming,  "I  have  now  fish  of  another  kind 
to  fry — let  us  away ;"  and  was  about  to  retire. 

The  Maid  of  Kent  started  as  if  waking  from 
a  fearful  dream,  and,  on  beholding  the  move- 
ment, exclaimed,  "  Fare-thee-well,  0  king !  We 
shall  meet  again  at  that  bar  where  the  tyrant 
and  his  victims  are  on  equal  terms,  where  a  vain 
title  shall  not  protect  injustice  and  wrong,  or 
iniquity  and  murder  from  just  and  retributive 
punishment.'' 

K  2 
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"Farewell,  till  then,  Jezebel.  Meanwhile 
this  land  at  least  is  ours,''  answered  Henry,  in 
one  of  his  sudden  gusts  of  passion. 

"  Few  criminals,  sire,  forbear  to  proclaim 
their  innocence,  while  inveighing  against  their 
judges.  The  world,  I  trow,  knoweth  the  value 
of  such  ravings  at  their  true  merit, '^  remarked 
the  ruthless  Bonner,  one  of  tyranny's  foremost 
parasites. 

"  Corpus  Domini  !  Let  the  base-born  peasant- 
shrew  rail  on.  She  cannot  disparry  our  honour 
or  our  name,  more  than  the  foul  fumes  of  a 
stagnant  pool  can  taint  the  wild  flowers  on  its 
banks,''  shouted  the  King,  with  a  terrible  frown, 
as  he  withdrew. 

"  The  ruthless  despot  hath  departed,  sithence 
he  has  got  ye,  fathers  of  thy  church,  to  do  his 
bloody  will.  It  matters  not.  I  shall  mount 
the  pyre  as  the  first  step  heavenward,"  ex- 
claimed the  defiant  girl,  albeit  with  a  heavy 
moaning  sigh.  "  Come  tyranny,  and  wrong,  and 
death — pour  all  your  vials  on  my  devoted  head 
— the  undying  soul  ye   cannot  attaint.     There 
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are,  too,  some  ^^ho  love  me  above,  in  those 
tranquil  heavens.  Some  who  may  be  e'en  now 
wreathing  for  these  temples,  all  degraded  and  all 
unworthy  as  they  appear  to  ye,  my  earthly 
judges  and  accusers,  the  ivy  garland  of  eternity, 
the  evergreen  wreath  of  martyrdom." 

She  paused  a  moment,  and  turning  quickly 
her  head  to  where  stood  Dan  Theodulph,  who 
was  wrapt  in  a  fit  of  the  blackest  and  most 
chaotic  thought,  with  his  bloods  weltering  hands 
clasped  together  before  him  in  torture  tight- 
ness, she  added  in  a  tone  whose  profound  depth 
and  meaning  struck  all  present  to  an  interested 
and  amazed  silence.  ''And  thou — thou  man 
and  priest  forsworn,  accursed — thou  holy  lie, 
canst  not  thou  rejoice  with  them  that  rejoice, 
canst  not  thou  say  '  It  is  finished — it  is  well  Y 
Thou  didst  leave  me  once,  not  so  long  since,  to 
despair,  to  remorse,  to  the  hell  of  mine  own 
heart.  And  now  has  not  the  cataract  of  thy 
turpitude  reached  the  edge  of  its  abyss  ;  or  wilt 
thou  still  triumph  after  thou  hast  complished 
my    death.      Nay,    start   not,    nor   raise   your 
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hands  and  eyes  in  bootless  and  lying  appeal  to 
heaven.  Canst  thou  crowd  eternity  into  an 
hour '?  If  so,  then  do  I  say  unto  thee — it  is 
■well.  Meanwhile,  glut  thine  eyes  with  the  work 
thou  hast  wrought,  and  may  its  remembrance 
be  for  ever  before  thee  hi  bed  and  at  board,  and 
in  the  hell  where  my  curses  hurl  thee  to."  She 
ceased,  and  her  custodians  bore  her  again  to  her 
prison  chamber. 

Dan  Theodulph  gazed  fixedly  and  with  un- 
wonted agitation  as  she  passed  forth  from  the 
judgment  hall,  and  never,  all-hardened  as  he 
was,  had  he  before  looked  on  human  counte- 
nance, in  which  was  expressed  at  once  such 
reproach,  such  despair,  and  yet  such  celestial 
firmness.  And  varied  and  tumultuous  indeed 
were  his  own  thoughts.  The  emotions  of  Para- 
dise and  Hades—  all  that  is  exquisite  in  hope, 
triumph,  and  pleasure,  all  that  is  torturing  in 
fear,  shame,  and  remorse,  convulsed  his  soul, 
stung  and  agitated  it  like  scorpions  writhing 
amid  a  bank  of  lilies. 
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CHAPTER    X. 

(£\stnU  gatljer  to  an  ^nb* — C|e  l^ibmgl^  CernuonhiL 

<<*irjON  est  honum  irritare  crahrones — it  is  not 
good  to  arouse  a  hornets'  nest/'  said 
Cromwell,  meditatively,  as  the  crowd  fast 
poured  forth  from  the  common-house.  "  God 
mend  me,  but  'tis  a  fearful  adjudgment  to 
ascend  heavenward  through  the  drowsy  ear  of 
night.  If  yon  poor  maid  hath  done  wrong,  what 
blessed  deed  was  ever  wrought  for  future  times. 
Her  name,  in  after  ages,  Avill,  I  trow,  be  a  beacon 
and  a  guiding  star  to  the  whole  reformed 
church,  despite  the  compassing  of  her  cruel 
death  on  the  morrow." 

"  By  the  holy  sepulchre !  To-morrow  will 
but  prove  another  dies  nefasti,  accursed  in  the 
memory  of  mankind  for  ever,  of  the  which  there 
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have  been  so  many  already,  and  whereof  there 
shall  be  many  more,  so  long  as  this  Herodian 
king  sits  on  England's  throne,"  observed  the 
Hospitaller  passionately. 

"  Fall  not  again,  sir  knight,  into  one  of  thy 
outspoken  cholers.  Prithee  be  chary  of  speech 
or  movement  a  while  longer.  The  plot  thickens, 
albeit  it  draws  to  its  close  methinks  ;  and  it  shall, 
peradventure,  shortly  be  seen  who  hath  been 
checkmated,''  said  Cromwell,  thoughtfully. 

"  I  will,  for  an  hour's  span,  place  myself 
under  thy  cautious  guidance.  Master  Cromwell. 
But  prithee,  let  us  hasten  from  hence  ;  see  you 
not  we  are  well-nigh  solitary,  and  that  the 
torches  are  being  smothered  by  yon  bleared- 
eyed  friar,"  said  Plantagenet  with  haught  im- 
patience. 

"We  may,  1  think,  adventure  to  follow, 
though,  God's-life,  we  must  needs  stand  aloof 
from  what  is  now  to  be  performed.  Sithence 
we  may  have  some  word  from  Master  More, 
whose  movements  I  am  not  so  well  apprized  of 
as  I  could  wish,"  said  Cromwell,  staring  some- 
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what  anxiously  around,  as  they  emerged  from 
the  common -house  into  the  great  cloister,  and 
proceeded  towards  one  of  the  side  and  less 
frequented  entrances  of  the  church,  through 
which  streams  of  radiance  and  billows  of  har- 
mony rolled  forth. 

"  Then,  by  the  mass,  well  e'en  glean  informa- 
tion of  our  own.  I  tell  thee,  blaster  Cromwell, 
it  is  needless  to  say  me  nay.  I  will  not  stand 
by  and  see  this  foul  wrong  done  on  so  gentle  a 
lady.  Thou  and  yon  luckless  Maid  did  stir  me 
up  from  my  Slough  of  Despond.  Ye  did 
paint  anew  the  picture  of  my  future  existence  ; 
ye  did  wake  me  from  my  solemn  trance  of 
midnight's  gloom  ;  ye  did  create  an  image  of 
Hope  hovering  over  my  sick-bed,  like  an  Iris 
o'er  a  waterfall ;  ye  did  tell  me  to  awake,  to 
arise,  and  live,  for  Love  yet  breathed  for  me  on 
earth,  amid  the  sweet  airs  of  heaven,  and  think 
you  now  to  quell  the  spirit  ye  have  summoned, 
to  stay  the  torrent  ye  have  unloosened.  Nay — 
thou  canst  not,  shalt  not.  None — I  say  none 
living   shall    stand   between   me   and    Aveline 

k3 
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More.     This  I  swear,  by  all  that  is  sacred,  by 
all  that  is  hallowed  on  the  earth,  or  above  it  1" 

"  Thou  art,  by  my  fay,  of  good  metal,  knight!" 
said  Cromwell,  with  a  well-pleased  smile  ;  but 
then,  after  a  moment's  pause,  adding  in  a  warn- 
ing tone,  '•'  Hark  in  thy  ear.  We  are  now 
among  enemies,  too  strong  and  too  numerous  to 
face  openly.  Caution,  craft  are  the  weapons 
we  must  use — at  least  at  first  assay.  Credit 
me,  all  is  not  yet  lost,  if  thou  wilt  but  join 
Patience  to  the  fire  of  thy  courage.  Let  us 
move  a  pace  or  two  further  off — here  amid  the 
shadowings  of  the  great  pillars.  Look  now, 
good  youth,  we  can  see  all  that  takes  place 
beside  the  great  altar,  and  without  ourselves 
being  discerned.  Why,  God-a- mercy,  it  won- 
ders me  now  where  our  scheming  foe,  Dan 
Theodulph,  hath  again  betaken  himself  to.  I 
perceive  him  not  amid  the  dark  phalanx  of  the 
friars,  or  among  the  flash  and  ghtter  of  the 
courtly  array.  Perchance  he  hath  repented 
him  of  his  evil,  and,  albeit  he  afi'ects  to  be  a 
man  who  would  whip  Venus  at  the  cart-tail,  or 
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rebuke  Diana  for  forwardness,  he  hath  doubt- 
less joined  Mistress  Barton  in  her  cell  of  despair  ; 
for  methinks  there  are  kinships  which,  stretch 
the  heart-strings  as  you  may,  never  wholly 
dissolve." 

"  'Tis  like  enow.  But  what  mean  these  tune- 
ful chaunts.  Are  they  the  precursors  of  some 
irresistible  magic  of  fate,  or  simply  human  re- 
joicings for  human  wrong- doings,"  said  the 
Knight  of  St.  John,  sighing  deeply  in  his  intense 
anxiety  and  fretful  impatience,  while  consign- 
ing the  typed  original  of  monkish  scheming  and 
monkish  fellness  to  the  custody  of  Judas  and 
Satan. 

The  merry-chiming  bells  without  rang  out  a 
joyous  clamour.  The  great  organ  within 
thundered  forth  its  most  brilhant  melodies, 
while  a  file  of  sonneteers,  composed  of  young 
and  blooming  maidens,  dressed  in  white,  hke 
unto  a  group  of  Paphian  girls  in  their  hours  of 
wild  joyaunce,  approached  with  slow  and  mea- 
sured step  along  the  vast  nave,  scattering  flowers 
and  hymning  music.     On  they  came,  amid  a 
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festal  blaze  of  light  thrown  around  by  perfumed 
torches.     On  they  came  with  the  officials  of  the 
monastery  still  in  their  festival  robes,  following 
in  their  train,  chanting  thanks  to  the  hving  God. 
On  they  came  with  the  bride  arrayed  in  sump- 
tuous bridal  attire,  and  a  coronet  of  such  flowers 
as  the  infant  Dian  in  her  chaplet  wove,  supported 
by  a  courtier  of  sedate  and  noble  mien,  in  rich 
garniture,   and   attended   by   a   bevy  of   court 
beauties  marshalled  under  the   auspices  of  the 
newly -proclaimed  queen,  to  pleasure  her  dread 
lord.    On  they  came,  up  the  great  nave,  through 
the  archway  beneath  the  organ  loft,  into  the 
gorgeous   choir,    up   to  the    emblazoned  altar, 
bedecked  with  white  velvet,  festoons  and  wreaths, 
and    involved  in  a  mystic  and  ethereal   light, 
while,  from  the  skyey  dome  above,  the  iron  tones 
of  the  great  bell  tolled  forth  the  noon  of  night. 
Awaiting    their   arrival   was    the   impassioned 
bridegroom  and  his  men,  gorgeously  suited,  the 
pleasure-loving  king  and   his  beautiful   queen, 
with  a  host  of  brilliant  followers. 

How  shall  we  attempt  to  describe  Cromwell's 


OR,  THE  MOXKS  OF  OLD.  229 

bewildering  wonderment,  or  portray  how  Plan- 
tagenet's  heart  stood  still  as  though  beneath  the 
icy  touch  of  Death,  when  in  the  bride  they 
recognized  Aveline  More,  and  in  her  companion 
the  well-known  form  and  features  of  her  father. 
The  latter  there  was  no  mistaking,  and  though 
a  long  veil  of  snowy  lace  covered  face  and  figure 
of  the  former,  yet  through  the  flimsy  threadwork 
the  features  of  an  exquisitely  beautiful  girl,  in 
the  earliest  blossom  of  youth,  of  a  figure  undu- 
lating with  the  loveliest  outhnes  of  womanhood, 
could  be  discerned,  whose  faultless  proportions 
were  at  once  recognized  by  each  of  the  bedazed 
gazers,  to  whom,  of  a  troth,  the  dread  surprisal 
was  complete. 

Who  can  efiectively  sketch  such  a  scene  as 
that  ?  The  pen  refuses  to  trace  words  fast 
enough  ;  for  it  cannot,  in  very  truth,  keep  pace 
with  the  lightning  powers  of  the  mind,  that 
embodv,  in  a  flash  of  time,  all  that  was  looked 
and  felt. 

The  Hospitaller,  as  the  dampening  heart-drops 
bedewed  his  paUid  brow,  felt  as  if  the  powers 
of  mind  and  body  were  alike  deserting   him. 
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His  edged  thoughts  rushed  together,  and  passed 
through  his  throbbing  brain  in  chaotic  -whirls, 
while  his  heart  beat  audibly,  like  the  strokes  of 
a  muffled  hammer,  against  his  ribs.  He  clutched 
with  an  iron  grip  the  arm  of  his  amazed  com- 
panion, while  he  staggered  back  as  if  beneath 
some  stunning  sword-cleft. 

But  of  a  sudden  he  aroused  himself,  and  was 
about  to  rush  forward,  when  he  was  seized  by 
Cromwell  and  Dan  Launcelot  the  cellarer,  who 
had  at  the  moment  approached  unobserved. 

"  What  would  you  do,  madman  V  exclaimed 
Cromwell  in  a  subdued  tone. 

"  Let  me  go.  Unhand  me,  or,  hghtnings  parch 
me,  if  I  do  not  slay  thee — thou  impostor  and 
betrayer!"  fiercely  hissed  Plantagenet  through 
his  clenched  teeth." 

"  Fair  knight,  I  am  no  more  lover  of  blows 
than  of  damsels,  so  I  pray  thee  keep  thy  sword 
for  others,  thine  offenders,"  urged  Cromwell  as 
he  still,  with  difficulty  and  the  aid  of  the  stalwart 
cellarer,  restrained  the  impetuous  onslaught  of 
the  Knight  of  St.  John. 

"  Unhand  me,  Master  Cromwell,  ere  I- do  thee 
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a  mischief.  I  will  rescue  Aveline  More  despite 
all  opposition,  ay,  though  the  fiend  himself, 
spouting  flames,  stood  in  my  way,"  shouted 
Plantagenet,  struggling  furiously ;  while  each 
moment  his  fears,  his  jealousy,  his  despair  and 
frantic  resolves  became  more  intense  and  over- 
powering. 

"I  pray  thee  reflect,  good  knight.  What 
canst  thou  do  against  so  many.  If  you  go — ^'tis 
but  to  meet  death,"  urged  Cromwell  earnestly. 

"  A  good  knight  fears  not  death.  If  I  be 
too  late,  by  the  Holy  Sepulchre  I  will  have 
vengeance — ay,  vengeance,  too^  at  any  price, 
on  any  conditions,"  retorted  the  Hospitaller. 
And  then,  stopping  a  moment  in  his  struggle 
for  freedom,  he  turned  towards  Cromwell,  and 
with  a  glance  which  seemed  literally  to  scathe 
where  it  fell,  he  added,  in  a  tone  of  suffocated 
passion,  *'  Thou  hast  betrayed  me,  thou  hast 
lied  unto  me,  hast  uttered  mere  frothy  phrases 
of  good-will,  the  while  laughing  in  thy  sleeve 
at  my  credulity.  Oh,  man,  such  foul  jests  do 
shame  thy  years  and  thy  position  1    But  what  the 
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fiend,  do  ye  now  attempt  to  impede  me '?  Have 
ye  not  worked  me  all  the  ill  thou  canst '?  I  tell 
thee,  and  by  my  knightly  faith  I  swear  it,  I  will 
do  thee  to  death  on  the  spot,  unless  at  once 
thou  leavest  me  go." 

"  Hark  in  thy  ear,  sir  knight,  and  then,  if  thou 
wilt,  go  on  thy  madcap  venture,"  said  Cromwell 
with  impressive  calmness  and  dignity.  "  Against 
odds  such  as  those  assembled  canst  thou  do 
nothing,  and  furthermore  thou  forgettest  the 
presence  of  Master  More,  who  hath,  I  trow,  a 
right  to  dispose  of  his  daughter  as  an  he  likes, 
while  she,  to  all  semblance,  though  much  to  my 
marvel,  goeth  as  a  willing  prey  to  the  shambles." 
And  he  at  once  surrendered  his  hold  of  the 
Hospitaller. 

The  latter  looked  as  one  suddenly  frozen  to 
stone.  He  stared  wildly  at  Cromwell,  and  then, 
after  a  moment,  laughed  a  short,  convulsive 
peal,  like  the  last  rattle  of  death.  "  Aha  !  1  see 
it  all.  Ye  have  Hed,  and  she  is  still — still  false 
and  perjured.  Well ! — the  vision  is  dissolved 
anew,  the  prism  shattered  for  ever.     Oh  pride, 
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dignity,  consciousness  of  right !  Where  are  ye 
all  now  1  How  unavailing  prove  ye  to  stem  the 
tide  of  luckless  love." 

The  next  moment  a  new  resolve  fixed  itself 
on  his  mind.  Action  and  thought  were  equally 
prompt.  He  attempted,  but  failed,  to  penetrate 
the  closely  edged-in  crowd.  He  thereupon 
mounted  one  of  the  monkish  misereres  or  sloping 
seats,  and  gazed  with  a  species  of  mad  interest 
over  the  intervening  heads.  He  discerned  easily 
the  group  around  the  altar,  he  examined  it 
closely  and  with  vulture  eagerness,  but  he  saw 
'her  not.  The  bride  was  not  there — where  then  1 
The  lights  around  the  gilded  shrine  appeared  to 
burn  of  a  sudden  dim,  the  fumes  from  the 
golden  censers  to  thicken,  and  the  ministering 
group,  in  consequence,  to  become  fainter  and 
fainter.  Again  he  looks,  again  his  eyes  all-nigh 
start  from  their  sockets  in  that  spell-bound 
trance.  The  organ  bursts  forth  anew  with  a 
gorgeous,  ocean-like  melody,  and  forth  from  the 
apsis  came  again  the  easily-recognized  person 
of  Sir  Thomas  More,  leading  in  the  bowed  and 
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trembling  form  of  the  bride  enforced  for  the 
human  sacrifice.  Though  the  agony  was  intense, 
oozing  in  Hying  drops  from  every  pore,  and 
streaming  down  his  face,  yet  Richard  Plantagenet 
could  not  withdraw  his  horror-fascinated  gaze. 
He  watched  the  whole  ceremony  without  a 
muscle's  moyement,  he  witnessed  the  goodly 
fabric,  raised  in  youth's  enchanted  prime,  fade 
for  ever  away  without  even  a  murmur ;  he 
beheld  a  barrier,  as  impassable  as  those  high 
mounts  that  wall  Hispania's  plains  from  Gaul, 
uprising  between  him  and  Aveline  More,  and 
yet  no  sorrow's  stifled  moan  escaped  his  burst- 
ing breast.  He  heard  with  a  frozen  heart  and 
a  stunned  mind  the  nuptial  benediction  im- 
pressively delivered  by  Bishop  Tunstall — the 
Te  Deimi  sweetly  chanted  to  the  King  of  Glory, 
and  the  Song  of  Sion  bursting  triumphally  forth 
as  the  ceremony  came  to  an  end,  and  the  assem- 
blage began  to  disperse.  He  felt  himself  seized 
upon,  and  hurried  away,  whither  he  knew  not  ; 
and  yet  he  spoke  not,  resisted  not.  All  he 
knew,  all  he  felt,  was  that  the  glorious  fabric 
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above  him  appeared  as  if  it  was  closely  weigh- 
ing down  upon  him,  crushing  him  for  ever  out 
of  mortal  toiling  and  mortal  existence. 

"Let  us  hurr}^  him  forth — quick,  into  the 
fresh  air.  I  gage  my  life  he  comes  too  then,'' 
said  the  voice  of  Cromwell,  with  unusual  vehe- 
mence and  anxiety,  as  he  and  Dan  Launcelot, 
the  cellarer,  bore  the  stunned  Hospitaller  out 
into  the  calm  beneath  the  night's  fretted  sky, 
where  the  cooKng  breaths  of  heaven  kissed  his 
fevered  brow.  A  sob,  that  seemed  to  rack  with 
tortures  infinite  his  convulsed  frame,  succeeded 
by  a  fierce  spasmodic  shudder,  warned  those 
who  watched  him  the  action  of  heart  and  mind 
was  once  again  righting  itself  in  the  overbalanced 
scales.  The  next  moment,  the  stunning  effects, 
with  all  his  stoicism,  all  his  inflexibility,  all  his 
manhood,  were  vanquished  ;  and  then,  covering 
his  face  with  his  hands,  Richard  Plantagenet 
groaned  and  wept,  as  if  in  the  agonies  of  a 
painful  disorder. 
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CHAPTER    XL 

TN  the  low,  dark,  noisome  dungeon  we  have 
before  described,  was  the  Maid  of  Kent, 
seated  on  her  wretched  trestle-bed,  shortly  after 
she  had  been  reconducted  thither,  at  the  termi- 
nation of  her  trial  and  condemnation.  She  sought 
not  sleep,  though  the  exhaustion  alike  of  soul 
and  body  was  great.  She  invited  not  oblivion, 
though  her  racking  thoughts  were  as  edged 
swords,  continually  piercing.  She  cared  not  to 
waste  in  torpor  the  little  rest  of  life  remaining, 
albeit  she  felt  as  if  upon  some  pitiless  torture 
rack.  She  would  not  have  taken,  had  it  been 
offered,  any  precious  anodyne  or  sleepy  essence. 
It  was  very  true  that  all  beyond  her  prison 
walls  was  an  utter  blank  :  that  her  world  was 
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alone  within  them,  and  for  Httle  more  than  a 
minute's  span  ;  that  her  only  possessions  were 
the  reflection  of  good  deeds  and  strength  of 
heart ;  her  best  and  last  comfortings,  the  hopes 
a  repentant  soul  and  a  good  intent  can  summon. 
It  was  equally  true  that  she  was  to  die,  and, 
brave  as  she  was  by  nature,  the  fearful  thought 
of  being  engulphed  alive  in  a  fiery  furnace 
made  her  flesh  creep  and  her  heart  stand  still 
with  horror's  anguish  ;  that  mercy  was  not  to 
be  hoped  for  amid  the  savage  bigotry  of  the 
age,  unless  she  lied  to  herself  and  to  her  God, 
and  that  it  was  a  swift  sentence,  to  be  swiftly 
enforced.  And,  though  it  was  of  a  truth  that 
the  darkness  and  terrors  of  her  cell  contrasted 
each  moment  more  and  more  painfully  with  the 
brightest  and  most  alluring  visions  of  the  free- 
blooming  world  without,  of  the  blue  heavens 
above,  and  of  the  refulgent  warmth  and  light  of 
the  sun,  yet,  amid  all,  a  species  of  calm  and 
melancholy  pleasure  appeared  unconsciously  to 
communicate  with  her  soul's  unrest,  when  she 
contemplated  the  deep  rest  of  the  tomb  after 
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such  fearful  earth-turmoil — the  shores  of  ever- 
lasting calm  bounding  the  sea  of  everlasting 
cark.  She  felt  the  swift  stream  of  Life  was 
ghding  near  the  Great  Abyss,  nigh  the  ebon 
portal  of  Death,  and  that  she  was  going  to  her 
last  dark  sepulchral  sleep.  Yet  her  silent  prayer- 
offerings  seemed  each  second  to  hear  some  far- 
off  musical  response,  that  sounded  like  an  echo 
from  the  spheres.  The  prophet  spirit  of  Free- 
dom and  Heresy,  which  had  possessed  her  so 
miraculously  in  life's  latter  days,  seemed  to 
instil  its  subtle  invigoration  when  thus  she 
stood  beside  a  stream  deeper  and  fiercer  than 
Jordan's  flood.  No  fairy  dreams  of  bliss  were 
hers,  amid  those  remaining  hours  of  sable  hue  ; 
but  presaging  horrors  alone  were  darkening 
every  thought,  every  hope. 

A  visitor  suddenly  intruded  on  her  fearful 
solitude.  She  saw  not  the  dark  friar  in  his 
black  robe  and  solemn  hood,  who,  while  a  mighty 
struggle  raged  within  that  mental  web  encircled 
by  the  brain,  gazed  on  her  with  a  hideous  sneer 
upon  his  lips,  watching  the  mental  and  bodily 
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results  of  his  own  infernal  work.  A  monkish 
vampire,  a  fiend  with  malice  fraught,  triumphing 
in  his  loathsome  soul  at  this  last  success  amid 
the  festering  infamy  of  years. 

"Ah  ird  Tud.  Ah  omni  malo.  Lihera  iios, 
Domine"^  he  exclaimed  at  last,  in  a  dizzy  and 
shaken  voice. 

"  Ha  !  Thou  here  I  Why — why,  all  fiendish 
as  thou  art, — canst  thou  come  like  a  gasping 
fury  thirsting  for  my  blood  '?  Would  not  the 
morn'  have  sufficed — would  not  my  body,  cal- 
cined in  the  insensate  dust  of  sleep,  have 
satiated  thy  tiger-yearning  for  my  hfe,  but  thou 
must  needs  come  thus,  in  all  the  mock  glories  of 
the  Pharisee,  to  greet  me  with  the  Fiend's  arch- 
mock  ?"  she  answered,  with  wild  vehemence, 
while  her  transcendent  eyes  shot  forth  the  scorn 
of  her  inmost  soul. 

How  little  she,  who  bad  most  reason  to  know 
him  well,  could  foredeem  the  mystic  friar "s  un- 
fa thomed  domgs.      Amid  battle,  murder,  and 

*  Vide  The  office  of  the  Litanv. 
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sudden  death,  he  was  aUke  inscrutable,  impene- 
trable. But  his  presence  had,  for  the  moment, 
unmanned  her  ;  for  she  trembled  in  her  agitation, 
while  many  were  the  dew-drops  that  stood  out 
upon  her  fevered  brow.  The  whole  suddenly- 
aroused  suffering  seemed  only  of  the  soul,  but 
that  was  disturbed  to  its  very  depths.  How- 
beit,  this  lasted  not  long ;  for  as  a  flash  of 
summer  lightning  had  it  come,  and  as  a  flash  it 
vanished. 

''  I  come  not,  lost  one,  to  triumph  in  thy  fall. 
Nil  miserius  vitaT  he  retorted,  in  deep-bayed 
tones.  "  I  would  save  you  for  Jesu's  sake.  The 
night  wears  apace,  the  hours  of  thy  mortal 
existence  are  fast  fleeting  away  ;  and  thou,  the 
last  of  thy  earthly  race,  will  be  blotted  out  from 
Life  and  Eternity,  unless  thou  wilt  recant.  Oh  ! 
for  our  blissful  Lady's  sake,  abjure  and  save  thy 
mortal  body  from  so  fearful  a  doom.  Oh !  do 
this,  for  naught  further  can  be  gained  by  thy 
heretical  obstinacy.  Oh  !  I  pray  thee,  act  thus 
and  at  once  ;  and  we  will  both  forth  and  join 
with  the  elders  and  brethren  in   praising  the 
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great   Dispenser    of  the   Universe, — Adoremus 
Dominum  qui  fecit  nos  /" 

'^  Oh,  Eternal  Powers,  hear  this  monk  I  Tell 
me,  Theodulph  Booking,  canst  thou  unlock 
Elysium's  gate  ;  or,  like  some  heroic  salamander, 
canst  thou  render  innocuous  the  fiery  flood  thou 
hast  provided  for  me  against  the  morrow  V  she 
exclaimed,  with  a  glance  of  tranquil  scorn. 

"  Prithee,  trifle  not  thus.  I  mock  thee  not — 
at  least  not  now  in  thy  hour  of  imminent  peril. 
I  bring  you  a  physician  s  rescript.  I  would  have 
thee  escape  thy  doom,  though  thou  should  prove 
my  curse  for  the  rest  of  life  remaining.  Be- 
think thee,  too, — art  fit  to  die  '?"  said  Dan  Theo- 
dulph, with  an  earnestness  the  sincerity  of 
which  at  the  moment  there  was  no  gainsaying. 
It  might  be  in  that  dread  hour  he  repented  the 
evil  he  had  wrought  her,  who  had  rendered  to 
him  her  all  on  earth,  and  more  than  all  of 
Heaven.     Who  can  tell ! 

"  I  will  not  reflect  what  I  am  ;  but  let  thy 
black  heart  recall  what  I  was.  AT  hen  first  we 
met  I  had  never  known  sin  ;  when  first  I  loved 
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thee,  it  \Yas  with  a  passion  pure  as  the  fierce 
light  of  India  in  the  white  cup  of  the  Lotos.  I 
had  not  then  searched  the  secrets  of  Pandora^s 
box,  which  after  a  while  jou  so  fearfuU}^  ex- 
pounded unto  me.  I  knew  you  not  then,  albeit  I 
perceived  you  were  goaded  by  Ambition  s  spur  ; 
but  the  time  and  the  hour  came  when  I  heard 
thy  direful  secrets,  and  then  I  wished  for  and 
besought  the  dreamless  sleep  of  oblivion.  It 
came  not — I  prayed  in  vain.  More  than  ever  I 
became  your  victim — your  vreak,  sinful  wretched 
tool.  In  mad  disquietude  I  followed  the  enjoin- 
ings  of  your  impenetrable  heart ;  albeit  I  sighed 
so  oft  that  my  voice  became  many  a  time  echo- 
less.  But  I  was  bound  to  thee,  and  could  not 
hope  anything  from  the  deaf  tyranny  of  the  iron 
fate  that  lay  be3^ond  the  range  of  thy  power  and 
feehng.  Thou  didst  love  me  then  ;  for  thou  didst 
pledge  me  so  with  all  the  oaths  that  might  bind 
to  truth  even  the  fiends  of  hell.  Thou  didst  love 
me — and  heaven  having  made  love,  I  bethought 
me.  less  of  evil  and  more  of  comfort.  But,  alas, 
man  hath  made  shame,  regret,  remorse,  despair  ! 
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I  proved  but  the  toy  of  a  moment's  likiug — the 
chance  amusement  of  thy  one  time  professing 
novitiate.       Ambitions    votaries   seldom  yield 
a  holiday  to  thought ;  thou  pursued  thy  career, 
unmindful  of  me  and  my  corruption,  of  thy  love 
and  thy  perjur^^     But  crimson  tears  will  follow 
yet  thy  hardened  heart,  thy  leprosy  of  mind,  th}^ 
mouth  of  lies,  and  thine  eves  of  hateful  stone. 
Thou  hast  done  thy  worst  on  me,  and  have  con- 
summated  thy   life    of   evil-doing ;    albeit   the 
authority  hj  which  my  condemnation  hath  been 
achieved  was  more  by  power  than  justice,  more 
through  revenge  than  lawfulness.    But  it  matters 
not :  I  can  meet  with  a  courageous  soul  the  fiery 
ordeal  to  which  thou  hast  driven  me,  albeit  my 
flesh  trembles  at  what  is  ordered  foi*  its  destruc- 
tion.   The  Eternal  Lord  Sublime  will  have  more 
pity  than  thee  upon  my  blistering  clay,  and  will 
not  let  me  suffer  more  than  I  am  able  to  bear.^' 
The  last  words  were  spoken  very  tremulously, 
while  the  splendid  eyes  of  the  undaunted  girl 
filled  with  moisture  ;  for,  despite  her  resignation 
and  settled   endurance,  the  love  of  life,  and  the 
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terror  of  the  awful  doom  that  awaited  her, 
must  have  influenced  most  painfully  her  nervous 
system. 

Dan  Theodulph,  steeled  and  hardened  as  he 
was,  could  not  gaze  upon  such  brave  suffering 
unmoved.  A  tinge  of  regret  entered  his  heart 
— a  regret  such  as  forced  the  icy  heart  of 
Abelard  to  relent  over  the  ruin  he  had  created. 

"  This  is  part  of  our  punishment — perhaps  an 
eternal  one,"  he  muttered,  breathing  short  as  if 
beneath  some  strong  emotion.  "  But,  Barton,  I  do 
adjure  thee,  perish  not  eternally,  nor  curse  me 
more  than  I  am  accursed  already  by  thy  pur- 
poseless self-sacrifice.  I  dare  not  think  of  the 
issue  to  thee  or  me.  Would  thy  spirit  wander  in 
some  shadowy  realm  between  this  and  the 
nothingness  into  which  all  things  return,  or  the 
fixed  eternity  we  of  the  cloister  do  avow — I 
scarce  can  tell,  and  dare  not  think." 

"  Canst  tell,  perhaps,  how  many  cycles  of  ages 
must  I  await  the  all-awakening  trump  on  the 
morn  of  Eternity's  day  1"  said  she,  with  a  re- 
sumption of  her  former  scornful  manner. 
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"  Naj,  trifle  not  at  such  a  pass.  But  for  thy 
very  Hfe  recant  thy  treachery  against  the 
Church,  abjure  thy  heresy,  and  I  assure  and 
pledge  thee  thou  shalt  leave  these  walls  and 
our  precincts  in  peace,"  added  the  sub-prior 
very  earnestly. 

''  Prithee,  Father  Becking,  spare  thy  pledges, 
thy  oaths,  thy  heaven-shaking  protestations/' 
retorted  the  Maid  mockingly.  "  I  have  seen 
and  had  enow  of  them  ere  this.  If  the  arch- 
fiend, who  is  tlie  father  of  all  lies,  deserves 
well,  and  can  gain  further  credit,  then  art  thou 
worthy  of  the  laurel-wreath  which  glory  weaves. 
Go  to ,  false  monk,  and  in  every  way  most  mon- 
strous betrayer,  thou  canst  not  cozen  me  anew. 
But  I  must  be  calm,  or  else  my  heart  will  stop  in  its 
agony,  amid  the  wild  leaping  of  my  blood,  at  the 
reflection  of  thy  ill-doings  and  my  great  wrongs. 
Nor  matters  it  further  that  thou  shouldst  preach 
or  I  listen,  sithence  I  have  pleaded  guilty  to  the 
tortuous  indictment  thou — ay,  thou  Theodulph 
Becking,  didst  originate  and  frame  against  me.  My 
guilt,  as  ye  call  it,  is  now  my  best  and  only  hope ; 
for  through  it  do  I  trust  to  receive  redemption' 
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and  be  remembered  witb  applause  in  my  coun- 
try's history.  It  may  be  thou  wilt  console  thy- 
self hereafter  with  having  done  well,  and  that 
your  putting  me  to  death  was  a  God-like  crime. 
If  so  ? — Well !  Bear  thou  then  all  the  glory,  for 
verily  hell  even  will  not  dispute  it  with  thee." 
And  she  laughed  a  bitter,  piercing  laugh,  more 
horrible  and  unreal  than  the  most  dismal  moan 
of  the  untended  dying. 

"  Thou  hag  of  hate,  thou  viper  of  venom,  thou 
Jezebel  of  evil,  say  on — but  say  on  to  blank 
w^alls,  for  I  will  no  longer  listen.  I  leave  thee 
now  to  thy  fate,  well-merited,  albeit  self- 
invited,"  answered  Dan  Theodulph,  with  one  of 
his  terrible  sneers. 

"  I  pray  thee,  thou  heir  immortal  of  universal 
sin,  surname  me  more  appropriately  the  Hecate 
of  monkish  hells.  But  I  w^ould  sooner  have 
thine  absence  than  thy  presence,  so  thou  mayest 
depart,  and  on  the  moment.  It  is  my  hour  of 
prayer,  and  every  moment  is  precious  on  this 
side  of  things,"  she  retorted  with  undiminished 
scorn. 

"  Barton,  let  me  tell  thee  this  in  farewell.    If 
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thou  hadst  been  Eve  in  Paradise,  the  serpent 
would  ha^'e  proved  the  fallen  one/^  exclaimed 
Dan  Theodulph  contemptuously,  as  he  stood  on 
the  door-sill,  ready  to  depart. 

"Ay,  go — go,  lest  I  curse  thee  in  my  last 
hour.  Go — and  may  thy  tomb  hereafter  prove 
as  sleepless  as  thy  bed  hath  been  ;  for  methinks 
that  even  worms  will  perish  when  they  touch 
th}'  clay.  But  no  !  Heaven  sain  me,  'tis  not 
fit  I  should  end  life  thus.  Get  hence,  then, 
Theodulph — get  hence,  I  say,  at  once  ;  and  may 
the  Great  Father  of  all  pardon  thee,  as  I  will 
endeavour  to  do  ere  death  slays  me,  and  bless 
thee  henceforth  as — as  thou  shalt  deserve." 

She  turned  from  him,  and,  kneeling  down, 
prayed  fervently.  He  lingered  yet  a  moment, 
in  a  state  of  doubt  and  hesitation  he  could  not 
overcome.  At  last,  with  something  approaching 
a  heavy  sigh,  he  turned  away,  barred  to  the 
door,  and  she  was  once  again  alone. 
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CHAPTER  XIL 

fit  Cfercsbolir  of  tht  f n*). 

^AX  THEODULPH  sped  hastily  away  from 
the  dungeon-despair  he  had  originated, 
passed  through  the  lesser  quadrangle  into  the 
greater,  and  then  held  on  his  way  down  the 
broad  cloister.  He  saw  the  rainbow-tinted 
hghts  shining  through  the  noble  traceried- win- 
dows of  the  church,  he  heard  the  pealing  music 
of  the  great  organ  as  it  hurled  forth  some  glorious 
antiphon.  he  noticed  numerous  forms  thronging 
in  at  the  great  porch  to  witness  the  midnight 
ceremonial,  and  yet  he  tarried  not  a  moment. 
He  knew  too  he  had  been  commanded  by  the 
king  to  tie  the  nuptial  knot,  and  that  ere  this 
the  whole  ceremonial  gear  must  be  in  readiness, 
save  the  bride,  about  whom  no  doubt  many  an 
earnest  inquiry  was  even  thus  early  being  made. 
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He  could  not  tarry  longer,  even  to  throw  inquiry 
and  suspicion  on  a  wrong  scent.  He  had  already 
outstayed  his  time — the  hour  of  meeting  had 
assed,  midnight  had  some  while  struck.  He 
therefore  hurried  on,  looking  carefully  around, 
and  using  every  precaution  against  observation. 
Threading  the  tortuous  windings  of  the  Wilder- 
ness, he  once  more  came  to  the  '  Three  Bells  ;' 
but  on  this  occasion,  instead  of  approaching  the 
front,  he  suddenly  turned  to  the  left,  and 
entered  a  blind  alley,  narrow,  long,  and  dark, 
that  brought  him  to  a  small  door.  After  some 
delay  he  was  admitted  by  this  entrance  into  the 
yard  of  the  inn  by  Ralph  Stephen,  the  host, 
and  then  conducted  up  a  back  stair  to  a  cham- 
ber on  the  second  floor. 

He  here  hastily  proceeded  to  throw  aside  his 
monkish  habiliments,  and  to  don  quickly  the 
dress  of  a  foreign  merchant,  that,  with  the 
addition  of  a  beard  and  wig,  most  effectually 
transformed  his  face  and  person. 

"Am  I  well  cloaked,  worthy  Stephen'?"  he 
asked,  when  he  had  completed  his  disguise. 

L  3 
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"Ay,  as  though  some  Magian  had  changed 
thy  skill,  my  lord  monk,  and  turned  thee  into  a 
new  creation,"  answered  Master  Boniface,  with  a 
sly  chuckle. 

"  Hast  seen  Mistress  More,  and  provided  for 
her  bodily  comfort '? "  asked  the  sub-prior. 

"  Gramercy,  good  sir  monk,  that  have  I ! 
Our  Lady  keep  her  soul,  how  sweet  a  body  she 
seems !  Thou  canst  discern  from  this  window 
her  light  in  Diana's  chamber,  showing  she  still 
keepeth  herself  in  lively  expectancy  of  thy 
coming,''  said  Ralph  Stephen. 

"  What  chime  hath  just  toiled  ^ "  asked  the 
sub-prior,  hastily. 

"  The  half-hour  past  midnight.  Prithee,  good 
father,  doth  thy  fantasy  anent  yon  gentle  lady 
still  hold '?  Canst  yet  save  her,  as  thou  saidst  1 " 
asked  the  host,  with  considerable  interest. 

"  Content  you,  worthy  Stephen,  with  our 
Lady's  help  I  will  achieve  her  rescue  from  all 
earthly  bale,  as  I  this  morn  advised  thee," 
answered  Dan  Theodulph,  cautiously,  for  he 
was  ever  primed  with  distrust. 
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"  Gramercy,  our  Lady  !  'Tis  the  verity  then, 
that  thou  wilt  convey  the  poor  lady  to  some  sure 
harbourage.  Methinks,  reverend  father,  I  should 
not  rest  o'  nights  were  I  to  hear  any  evil  had 
beset  her,"  remarked  the  worthy  host,  as  he 
followed  the  sub-prior  in  his  descent  to  mother 
earth. 

When  they  again  reached  the  yard,  Dan 
Theodulph  turned  round  and  sharply  scrutinized 
the  face  of  Ealph  Stephen,  beneath  the  dim 
light  of  a  cresset  lamp,  as  if  he  would  have  read 
his  most  secret  thouo;hts.  But  seeino;  nauo-ht 
on  that  open,  honest  page  to  confirm  the  sudden 
suspicion  of  his  soul,  he  addressed  to  him  a  few 
words  at  parting. 

"  Look,  good  Stephen,  that  thou  continuest  a 
while  longer  thy  sure  watch  and  ward  over  the 
entry  to  yon  tower.  I  go  now  to  make  my 
final  preparations,  and  will  be  back  anon.  Do 
thou  meanwhile  order  all  things  as  before,  and 
thou  shalt  have  thy  guerdon  meeted  out  even  in 
this  world,"  he  said,  with  emphasis,  and  then 
departed  along  the  passage  by  which  he  had 
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come.  He  hastily  traversed  the  open  wharf  in 
front  of  the  inn,  and,  coming  to  the  swing-gate, 
passed  into  the  courtyard  of  Baynard's  Castle, 
w^hence  he  pursued  the  same  way  through  the 
tunnelled  passage  to  the  water  stairs  that  he  had 
some  hours  previously  traversed  with  Aveline 
More.  This  was  the  place  of  meeting  arranged 
with  Captain  Roche.  But,  to  his  amaze,  no  one 
"was  to  be  discerned.  He  searched  wdth  his  eyes 
the  dark  corners  of  the  dreary  spot,  but  his 
scrutiny  was  useless  ;  for  the  darkness  rendered 
objects  invisible  at  the  distance  of  a  yard.  He 
listened  to  ascertain  if  the  slightest  sound  indi- 
cated other  human  presence  than  his  own  ;  but 
he  listened  in  vain,  for  nothing  w^as  to  be  heard 
disturbing  the  deep  blue  noon  of  night  but  the 
gentle  breeze  soughing  through  the  air,  or  amid 
the  nooks  and  crannies  of  the  ancient  castle. 

"  How  solemn  is  the  night — how^  still  the 
heavens  and  the  earth,"  he  murmured,  with 
an  irrepressible  shudder ;  and  then,  looking  up 
through  the  walled  opening  at  the  star-nailed 
skies,  he,  with  unconscious  awe,  added,  "  Quam 
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augusta  est  Domus  Dei!'''  But  what  have  I  to 
do  with  such  thoughts — I  for  whom  the  gates  of 
hell  have  long  been  yawning  ?  Judicatus  sum  /" 
He  shuddered  again,  as  if  beneath  a  solemn 
presage  that  his  own  dark  doom  was  nigh.  Of  a 
sudden  the  soul-felt  pangs  of  doubt  and  fear  pos- 
sessed him,  and  he  cowered  close  to  the  rough- 
hewn  time-eaten  wall.  He  thought  of  long-ago 
— of  those  dreary  secrets  in  his  souFs  darkness 
buried  deep.  The  blue  lips  of  the  dead  seemed  to 
be  writhing  their  hideous  smiles  around  amid  that 
cavernous  gloom,  while  the  panic  terrors  of  hell 
and  purgatory  each  moment  pressed  nigher  and 
fiercer.  Then,  too,  came  before  him  the  last 
unearthly  glare  of  the  Maid^s  despairing  eyes. 
Her  wailing  curse  was  renewed  again  and  again 
within  his  spell-wrought  ear.  His  blood  began 
to  boil  in  his  veins  like  the  untameable  springs 
of  Hficla.  His  heart  felt  withering  beneath  the 
scorching  glow,  while  molten  streams  chased 
each  other  long  and  swift  down  his  face.  He 
struggled  fiercely  against  these  disturbing  in- 

*  "  How  glorious  is  the  House  of  GoJ.'' 
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fluences  of  his  frenzied  passions  ;  but  many 
precious  minutes  flew  past  ere  he  triumphed. 
He  thought  not  of  his  breviary — he  muttered  no 
paters  or  aves.  All  the  mockeries  of  his  monkish 
calling  and  monkish  discipline  were  unheeded  in 
that  hour. 

"  Away,  away,  ye  fiends  accursed !  Away, 
and  torment  me  not  before  my  time  1"  he  mur- 
mured, as  at  last  he  roused  himself  to  action  once 
more.  "Fortune  should  be  nigh  aweary  of 
buffeting  me  about ;  and  they  say  the  verge  of 
ill  is  the  brink  of  good.  Let  me  test  the  saying, 
and,  ere  I  taste  death,  once  more  drink  of  the 
cup  of  bliss,  even  though  it  prove  at  the  sure 
hazard  of  my  life.  Ha,  dearest  Aveline — my 
bird  of  love — my  light  of  life  !" 

And  he  bethought  him  of  his  young  betrayed 
and  vestal  votary,  whose  voice  ever  floated  to  him 
in  imagination  like  unto  some  entrancing  Pythian 
hymn.  But  amid  these  happier  fantasies  the 
clang  of  the  turret-bell  from  the  monastery, 
which  he  had  fled,  sounded  warningl}^,  disturbing 
the  solemn  stillness  of  the  night. 

''Ha! — another   quarter   gone.     Why — how 
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now  !  What  bad  hap  can  detain  these  fellows 
thus  1  Is  it  some  avaricious  averseness,  or  some 
more  subtle  scheming  {  I  will  search  and  see/' 
And,  groping  up  some  three  or  four  steps 
further,  he  came  to  -  the  iron-bound  door  which 
led  into  a  lower  hall  of  the  great  western  tower, 
which  had  been  long  untenanted,  save  by  birds 
and  vermin.  The  door  gave  as  he  pressed 
against  it,  and — muttering  to  himself,  "  They 
are  here.  'Tis  some  treason,  or  else  my  long  dalli- 
ance hath  made  them  lose  patience  " — he  entered 
the  deserted  hall,  and  then,  turning  to  the  left, 
moving  ever  with  slow  and  cautious  steps,  for 
the  darkness  was  of  the  blackest,  he  threaded  a 
long,  narrow  passage,  built  in  the  thickness  of 
the  wall,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  minutes 
arrived  at  the  head  of  a  flight  of  stone  steps. 
These  he  descended  as  noiselessly  as  was  pos- 
sible until  he  was  beneath  the  basement,  when 
he  pursued  his  dreary  way  along  a  stone-arched 
corridor,  slimy  with  green  ooze,  and  dripping 
with  moisture  ;  this  again  brought  him  in  time 
to  another  flight  of  steps,  still  descending,  and 
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of  a  narrow  and  circular  construction.  He  used 
even  greater,  caution  in  descending  these,  and, 
ere  he  reached  the  bottom,  some  faint  rays  of 
light  penetrated  upward  from  the  vault  to  which 
they  conducted.  He  stopi3ed  suddenly  on  the 
listen,  with  his  ears  well  agape. 
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CHAPTER    XIII. 

Cljc  SaiietttHr^i  d  §olii* — ^loob  for  ^Jooti. 

TT  is  chronicled  that  the  whole  of  Baynard's 
Castle  was  undermined  with  secret  passages, 
stairs,  and  vaults,  some  of  which,  through  long 
and  mazy  windings,  communicated  with  Diana's 
turret,  or  the  Camera  Diance,  as  it  was  more 
usually  designated,  and  with  other  parts  of 
the  monastery.  Below  the  foundations  of  the 
great  western  tower,  a  large  vault  had  been 
constructed,  with  a  broad,  deep  opening  in  the 
centre,  in  which  a  clear  bubbhng  spring  spirted 
forth  in  voluminous  quantity  the  water  supply 
needful  for  its  builders  and  subsequent  dwellers. 
This  vault  was  circular  in  shape,  the  walls  being 
of  rough  stone,  the  roof  arched  with  ribs  spring- 
ing from  the  sides,  and  meeting  in  the  centre. 
"  'Sdeath  !  Told  I  thee  not,  that  I  knew  every 
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turn  and  hole  in  this  subterranean  Gehenna,  ay, 
and  better,  too,  than  the  oldest  rat  that  haunts 
them  T  exclaimed  Tony  Vulp,  as  he,  with  Cap- 
tain Roche,  entered  this  vault  after  waiting  for 
the  tardy  sub -prior,  and  giving  him  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  s  grace. 

"  How  fell  it  then,  thou  hast  not  sooner  helped 
thyself  of  this  wizard's  gold  V  asked  Roche,  with 
a  sharp  suspicious  glance,  while  bringing  his 
sword  round  to  within  easy  reach  of  his  right 
hand. 

"  Content  you,  my  noble  captain,  there  were 
weighty  reasons.  I  often  had  a  mind  to  make 
a  search,  but  I  cared  not  to  be  seized  for  gallows 
fruit ;  and  methought  there  were  eyelet  holes 
within  this  storehouse,  which  might  bring  upon 
me  some  fearful  espial  or  some  more  weirdlike 
doom,'  answered  Tony  VuIjd,  looking  fearfully 
around. 

"  Go  to,  dolt  and  fool.  Thou  art  a  veritable 
old  raven.  But  prithee,  show  me,  if  thou  canst, 
this  stored  wealth,  which,  my  mind  misgives  me, 
is  all  a  delusion  of  your  mad  and  drunken 
brain,''  retorted  Roche  scornfully. 
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"  I  am  neither  raving  nor  ebriac  now,  as  thou 
wilt  discern  ere  long.  Come,  Til  wager  thee, 
captain  mine,  a  butt  of  malmsey  to  a  cross-bow 
that  ril  find  thee  more  treasure  than  thou  canst 
stow  away  in  thy  pockets,  or  carry  on  thy  back/' 
said  Tony  Yulp,  while  a  cunning  smile  twinkled 
in  his  hawk-like  eyes. 

"  We  shall  learn  anon,  so,  prithee,  calm  thy 
transport,  and  let  us  to  work.  Whither  wend 
you  now  ?  I  can  discern  no  opening  from 
hence,"  said  Roche,  with  another  suspicious 
glance. 

"  Nor,  'sblood,  need  we  one ;  for  the  disproof  of 
thy  doubts  lieth  yonder,"  said  Vulp,  exultingly, 
while  pointing  to  the  black,  gaping  mouth  of 
the  well. 

"  Yonder, — say  you  1  Odsbody,  I  see  naught 
likely  in  such  a  hole/'  remarked  Roche,  as  he 
cautiously  approached  and  examined  the  cavern- 
ous depths. 

Vulp  held  the  torch  they  had  brought  with 
them  over  the  deep  profundity.  The  lurid  light 
fell   upon   the   slimy    walls   of  the    well,    and 
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upon  the  black-looking  surface  of  the  water,  illu- 
minating the  latter  like  a  molten  stream  of  hell. 

"  Seest  thou  naught  1  Doth  not  yon  fiery- 
looking  liquid  reflect  the  golden  harvest  1  Nay, 
frown  not,  nor  be  apayed,  good  my  master.  In 
what  now  doth  the  spur  gall  3^ou  T  said  Vulp  in 
a  jocular  tone. 

"  By  all  the  furies,  anger  me  not !  But  to 
thy  proof,  or  look  for  rough  usage,  an  I  find 
thou  hast  palmed  a  trick  on  me !"  responded 
Roche,  in  wrathful  tones. 

"  Well,  do  thou  hold  the  torch  while  I  pre- 
pare for  my  descent  into  this  cavernous  hole  of 
gloom.  But  first  give  me  to  drink,  for  methinks 
such  a  prospect  as  that  I  have  before  me  needs 
some  spirituous  quickening/'  And  he  took  a 
long  pull  at  a  leathern  bottle  the  superior  rufiian 
handed  him. 

"  Hark !  What  was  that  V  he  exclaimed, 
with  a  sudden  start  and  pallor. 

"  Some  solitary  owlet's  shriek  !  Art  turned 
wholly  liver-hearted  X'  said  Roche  with  a  scornful 
taunt. 
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*'  Xay — nay  !  I  am  thy  most  faithful  esquire, 
and  feel  only  dismally  indined.  That  -wine 
hath  a  racy  flavour,  and  I  will  have  another 
bout  of  it,  an  it  please  you  ;  for  it  beseems  to 
comfort  me,  and  makes  my  soul  strong,  as  an  it 
were  after  some  easy  shrift/' said  Tony  Vulp,  again 
helping  himself  from  the  bottle  of  strong  waters. 

"  Soul ! — dost  thou,  dolt,  believe  in  such 
monkish  dreams,  and  darest  to  be  the  rogue 
thou  art  ?  Go  to,  man — go  to  !  E'en  descend 
to  thy  yet  unfound  treasure,  or  let  us  trudge 
hence,"  impatiently  exclaimed  Roche. 

''  Curse  me,  I  am  ready  !  So  here  goes  ! " 
and  Vulp  seized  hold  of  an  iron  handle,  which 
jutted  out  from  the  brickwork  on  the  inner  side 
of  the  well-rim.  And,  while  Captain  Eoche 
held  aloft  the  flickering  torch,  he  descended 
carefully,  step  by  step,  with  the  aid  of  a  series 
of  similar  iron  fixtures,  which  his  comjianion 
now,  for  the  first  time,  discerned.  Yulp  seemed 
almost  touching  the  water  when  he  stopped  in  his 
descent,  and  of  a  sudden  disappeared.  Scarce  a 
second's  span,  however,  elapsed  ere  he  returned  to 
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the  view  of  the  startled  watcher  above,  bearing  in 
his  clutch  a  dark-looking  object,  and  with  which, 
after  considerable  labour,  he  reached  the  top 
As  he  placed  his  burthen  on  the  stone  floor,  the 
harmonious  chink  assured  Roche,  in  this  in- 
stance, albeit  for  the  first  time,  of  the  other's 
veracity.  Several  similar  descents  were  sub- 
sequently made,  and  were  all  attended  with  a 
like  successful  result,  until  ten  bags,  of  one 
thousand  golden  nobles  each,  were  ranged 
between  these  twin  worthies  on  the  floor  of 
the  vault-. 

"  Curse  me  !  What  say  you  now,  good  my 
master  1  Dost  think  these  coins  ring  true,  or 
belie  vest  still  the  whole  a  myth  1 "  said  Vulp,  as 
he  seated  himself  on  the  floor  of  the  vault,  and 
mopped  his  forehead  after  the  weighty  exercise 
he  had  gone  through. 

"  Why,  my  merry  rogue,  thou  hast  of  a  verity 
hit  on  a  mine  of  wealth,  and  hath  done  a  deed 
worthy  of  all  commendation,"  answered  Eoche, 
in  well  pleased  tones,  as,  with  a  glutton's  gaze, 
he  viewed  the  heap  of  well-filled  bags. 
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"'Twere  folly  to  tarry  now.  We  had  best 
call  the  sculler  to  the  stairs,  and  load  it  there, 
and  then  cany  our  treasure  to  the  ruinous  house 
you  wot  of  in  the  Alsatia  of  Whitefriars.  I 
wonder  how  the  time  goeth  ?  It  must  be  nigh 
an  hour  agone  since  we  came  hither,"  said  Vulp. 
as  he  eagerly  clutched  handfuls  of  the  shining 
coin,  while  in  his  secret  soul  regretting  he  could 
not  be  the  possessor  of  the  whole  ;  for,  amid  his 
vices,  that  of  avarice  was  most  prominent. 

"'  Gadzooks,  I  know  not  the  hour  !  I  never 
could  afford  me  a  pocket  dial.  But  I  would 
fain  the  monk  had  been  of  our  company,  and  a 
witness  to  this  divulgment  of  wealth,"  said 
Roche,  thoughtfully. 

"  Why,  how  now  '?  Wouldst  have  him  share 
thy  moiety — for,  curse  me,  if  he  should  have 
touched  a  coin  of  mine  !"  exclaimed  Vulp,  in 
amaze,  while  looking  suspiciously  under  his  brows 
at  his  companion. 

"  See  you  not,  dolt,  his  presence  here  would 
have  saved  us  from  all  ill-consequences  in  case 
of  discovery  %  Aud  besides,  the  good  father  would 
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natliedoubt  have  washed  thy  soul  even  after 
this  as  white  as  sheep  in  shearing  time/'  re- 
torted Roche,  with  one  of  his  usual  scornful 
laughs. 

"  That  occasion  must  bide  a  while  longer.  I 
have  yet  another  account  to  settle/'  said  Vulp, 
with  a  dark  flush. 

"  Ha  !    And  whose  may  that  be  T  questione 
the  other,  as  he  eyed   his   lieutenant  with   a 
fierce  glance. 

"  Thou  already  wettest  well — 'tis  the  Knight 
of  the <  Sepulchre!"  answered  Tony  Yulp, 
evasively. 

"  Vengeance  hath  a  long  and  bitter  memory 
in  thy  rancorous  soul,  Tony/'  remarked  Roche, 
in  a  jeering  manner. 

"  Yes — it  hath/'  retorted  the  other,  in  a 
hissing  tone,  and  with  gleaming  eyes. 

"  Come,  fellow  ;  never  pucker  thy  ugly  face  to 
frighten  the  devil ! "  added  the  Captain,  with 
his  usual  mock. 

"  Let  be — let  be,  messire  !  I  keep  my  own 
secrets,    and   nurse    my    own    wrongs,   until  a 
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fitting  time  cometh.  As  for  this  holy  knight,  I 
will  serve  his  turn  yet,"  said  Vulp,  in  suppressed 
wrath. 

"Dare  you  tell  him  so,  Ton}^,  in  the  broad 
light  of  dayl" 

"  Yea,  or  in  the  eternal  night  of  hell !  But, 
light  of  heaven  ! — what's  that  ?  Some  door 
moved — there  were  footsteps,  too  1 "  exclaimed 
Vulp,  and  in  an  extremity  of  superstitious 
terror,  clutching  his  superior  by  the  belt,  while 
his  cheeks  became  blanched,  and  the  blood  began 
to  curdle  round  his  heart. 

"  Marry  come  up,  dolt !  I  heard  naught  save 
the  scampering  of  some  rat,  or  mayhap)  some 
inroad  of  the  night-breeze." 

"  There — list !  'Tis  the  tread  of  footsteps. 
Oh,  woe  is  me,  an  it  prove  the  weirdman  s 
familiar  !"  persisted  Vulp,  rolling  round  his  eyes 
on  a  fearful  watch,  while  the  wan  colours  of 
awe  and  superstitious  dread  passed  over  his 
visage. 

"  We  must  abide  the  brunt,  Tony,  whate  er  it 
prove.     Get  thee  under  shadow  of  yon  column 
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beside  the  doorway,  and  be  ready  to  seize  this 
intruder  from  behind,  as  thou  well  knowest  the 
way,  while  I  guard  this  heap,"  cautioned  Roche, 
as  he  drew  his  sword. 

"  Dost  not  think,  good  my  master,  that  this 
spot  is  a  rare  haunt  for  spirits  1  Methinks  these 
rhymes  suit  well — 

'  Where  the  bird  of  carrion  flits, 
And  the  shuddering  murderer  sits 
Lone  beneath  a  roof  of  blood, 
While  upon  his  poison'd  food, 
From  the  corpse  of  him  he  slew, 
Drops  the  chill  and  gory  dew.'  " 

"  Peace,  fool !  Keep  such  outspoken  fantasies 
for  thine  own  silent  hearthstone — a  more  befit- 
ting place  e'en  than  this.  To  thy  post !  Some 
one  comes,"  said  Roche,  in  a  solemn  whisper, 
as  he  suddenly  extinguished  the  torch,  leaying 
naught  but  an  awful  darkness  reigning  around. 

Footsteps  cautiously  descending  the  stone 
stairs  were  now  plainly  audible  to  the  twin 
listeners.     He  who  approached  came  stealthily. 
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as  a  wild  beast  to  its  rayished  lair,  treading 
onward  from  step  to  step,  and  then  from  the 
bottom  to  the  pitchy  entrance  of  the  vault,  as 
if  at  the  beck  of  some  merciless  Mara. 

There  was  a  sudden  scuffle,  fierce  and,  for  a 
minute's  span,  prolonged.  Curses,  heavy  and 
deep,  followed.  Then  the  wrestlers  fell  together 
on  the  ground,  seemingly  rolling  over  and  over ; 
this  was  quickly  succeeded  by  the  voice  of 
Vulp,  exclaiming,  in  thick  guttural  accents, 
"Sith  thou  wilt  have  it,  then  take  it !"  A  deep 
groan  of  pain  and  anguish  followed  the  ejacula- 
tion of  "  0  Madonna  Santissima  I  0  Sancta 
Maria !  I  have  my  death  wound !"  The 
struggle  was  over  ere  it  had  well  begun. 

'•'  What  hast  thou  done  V  exclaimed  Captain 
Eoche,  with  a  mighty  oath,  as  he  endeavoured 
to  rekindle  the  torch. 

"  I  have  sent  the  espial  packing  on  a  long 
journey,  to  swelter  in  purgatory,  for  having 
adventured  to  strangle  me,  albeit  God  assoil 
him,"  answered  Vulp,  as  he  arose  from  the  dusty 
and  bloody  struggle. 
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"  Why,  gad-a-mercj,  'tis  the  monk  !  Tliou 
dolt,  what  folly  hath  thy  fear  and  greed  now 
achieved  1"  said  Roche,  as,  after  renewing  the 
flame  of  the  brand  he  held  it  over  the  prostrate 
and  unconscious  form  of  Dan  Theodulph. 

"  Hell's  curses  !  Deem  you,  my  master,  I  was 
to  stand  quiet  and  let  him  throttle  me  T  an- 
swered Yulp,  endeavouring  to  wipe  the  burning 
blood  from  his  hands. 

"  A  malison  on  thee  for  a  coward,  knave,  and 
fool !  What  mattered  it  if  he  had  twisted  thy 
felon-neck  \  Methinks  'twould  have  proved  no 
unseasonable  act/'  retorted  the  superior  ruffian, 
with  wrathful  energy. 

"  Think  so,  an  it  please  you,  good  my  master  T 
remarked  the  other,  with  flashing  eyes,  full  of 
suppressed  fury.  "  What  care  I  for  such  car- 
rion %  'Sdeath,  the  very  vultures  w^ould  sicken 
at  such  a  prey,  an  all  we  hear  be  true  of  yon 
monkish  galliard  !     Prithee  leave  him  alone." 

Eoche  had  stuck  the  flickering  torch  in  a  hole 
close  beside  the  w^ell  opening,  and  was  kneeling 
beside  the    wounded   friar,  labouring  hard   to 
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stauncli  the  dark,  dark  flood  of  life  welling  forth 
from  a  wound  below  the  chest,  caused  by  a 
dago'er's  thrust. 

"  Marry,  captain  mine,  'tis  not  fitting  thus  to 
trifle  with  time.  'Sdeath,  I'll  take  my  share 
and  secure  that,  an  thou  carest  not  for  thine !" 
added  Tony  Vulp  after  a  short  pause,  as  he 
glared  like  a  starved  wolf  at  the  glittering 
treasure. 

"By  all  the  furies,  thou  purblind  dolt,  not  a  coin 
of  3^onder  heap  shalt  thou  now  touch,  sithence 
thine  own  hand  accursed  hath  made  it  the  price 
of  blood ! "  shouted  Roche,  in  a  stentorian 
voice,  and  starting  up  like  a  roused  lion. 

"  Why,  how  now,  captain  1  'Sblood !  What 
would  you  ?  'Tis  thou  that  art  now  turning 
chicken-hearted.  I'll  have  my  share  of  this 
heap,  despite  all  gainsaying,"  retorted  Vulp, 
with  suddenly  aroused  spirit. 

"  Ha  !  Dost  let  thy  foul  tongue  run  truant  V' 
exclaimed  the  other,  as  he  stepped  forward, 
with  a  mischievous  look  gleaming  in  his  eyes. 

"  Hands  ofi",  master  mine,  an  you  care  not  to 
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see  your  nose  as  flat  as  your  forehead  \"  said 
Vulp,  sultrily,  while  knitting  his  surly  brow. 

"  A  malison  on  thee,  thou  blood-soaken  churl ! 
Wouldst  dare  to  threaten  me  V  thundered 
Roche,  as  he  seized  hold  of  his  swaggering 
lieutenant,  and,  with  a  force  there  was  no 
resisting,  hurled  in  a  heap  against  the  far  side 
of  the  vault. 

"  By  all  the  fiends  of  darkness,  thy  pride 
shall  lick  the  dust !''  shouted  Vulp,  in  the  wildest 
fury,  and  hastily  drawing  his  sword. 

"  Tush !  Thou  panderous  rogue,  art  not  fit 
food  for  a  good  knight's  sword,''  retorted  the 
other,  with  a  fierce,  scornful  laugh. 

"  Draw  then,  or,  'sdeath,  you  are  no  better 
than  a  dead  dog !"  and  Vulp  rushed  furiously 
upon  him. 

"  Ha ! — say  you  so  '?  Then  this  be  your  pass- 
port to  eternity,"  shouted  the  captain,  as  he 
made  a  savage  lunge  at  his  advancing  foe. 

In  endeavouring  to  avoid  the  well-aimed  and 
powerfully  directed  blow,  Vulp  stumbled  over 
the  open  bag  of  golden  nobles,  and  the  polished 
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coins,  rolling  out,  formed  so  slippery  a  footing, 
that,  ere  he  knew  his  own  danger,  or  his  com- 
panion could  stretch  forth  a  hand  to  his  aidance, 
his  feet  suddenly  slipped  from  under  him,  and 
he  was  launched  over  the  unguarded  brink  of  the 
well.  With  a  hideous  shriek  he  disappeared,  and 
the  next  moment  a  hollow,  booming  plunge  in  the 
dark  abyss  admonished  his  appalled  comrade  of 
the  fearful  doom  that  awaited  his  late  antagonist. 
Captain  Roche  seized  hold  of  the  torch,  rushed 
to  the  edge,  and  gazed,  with  a  shudder  of  horror, 
downwards.  A  low,  rushing  sound  was  shortly 
heard,  followed  by  a  hard  gasping  for  breath, 
while  this  again  was  succeeded  by  a  piteous  wail 
for  help.  Eoche  looked  about  for  the  means  of 
descending ;  he  seized  hold  of  the  iron  ring, 
and  made  the  first  step  in  the  strangely  con- 
structed ladder,  when  the  torch  fell  from  his 
grasp  and  alighted  splutteringly  upon  the 
darkly-glistening  surface  beneath.  He  dared 
not  adventure  further  on  that  perilous  journey 
without  hght,  even  though  it  were  to  save  his 
comrade's  life  ;  so  he  mounted  to  the  top  again, 


272  BLACKFRIAES  ; 

and  peered  downwards,  with  a  fascinated,  albeit 
horror-struck,  gaze.  The  despairing  face  had 
again  disappeared,  and  the  still  weakly  burning 
brand  revealed  only  a  few  ripples  on  the  suface  of 
the  water.  Again  there  was  a  rush  of  something 
upward,  while  a  blood-stained  hand  was  upheld  ; 
then  there  came  a  momentary  gleam  of  a  marbled 
face,  a  short  dying  wail,  a  low  solemn  gurgle, 
and  the  light  w^ent  out,  and  nothing  remained 
but  night  and  death.  For  some  seconds  longer 
Roche  stood  and  gazed  upon  the  pitchy  w^all 
which  lay  between  him  and  the  yawning  abyss 
as  though  his  curdled  blood  was  froze  ;  as  if  he 
heard  some  hell  of  falHng  w^aters,  howling  and 
boiling  in  endless  torture  ;  yea,  veril}^  as  if  he 
were  blanched  beneath  some  death- winged  blast, 
and  as  if  reason's  day-beam  had  of  a  sudden 
vanished.  The  petrified  silence  was  at  last 
broken  by  a  hollow  groan  that  floated  around, 
and  made  the  hstener's  hair  stand  aloof  from 
his  moistened  head.  He  turned  and  fled.  He 
stumbled  over  the  body  of  the  now  conscious 
sub-prior,  who,  in  trembling  accents,  besought 
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his  pity  and  his  aid.  But  he  heard  him  not 
Although  of  such  fire-proof  courage,  he  now 
sped  from  that  charnel-house — round  and  round 
the  circling  stair,  along  the  stone  corridors  above, 
out  on  to  the  river  stairs,  down  the  tunnelled 
passage,  across  the  yard  beyond,  and  through 
the  swing-gate  into  the  sanctuary — as  if  pursued 
by  a  legion  of  devils,  more  appalled  and  more 
distraught  than  the  first  Cain, 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

giana's  Cljambxr. 

J*ET  us  now  return  to  Aveline  More,  who, 
after  the  sub-prior  had  left  her,  was  quickly 
attended  to  by  the  worthy  host,  Ralph  Stephen. 
A  fire  was  kindled  in  the  enamelled  fireplace,  a 
small  cresset  lamp  was  lit  and  hung  from  the 
wall,  and  some  choice  viands  were  laid  upon  the 
small  table,  rendering  the  pretty  chamber,  with 
its  rare  fittings  and  embelhshments,  a  model  of 
luxury  and  comfort.  The  host  talked  to  her  and 
comforted  her  as  best  he  could,  averring  that 
the  reverend  Master  Theodulph  would  take  heed 
no  further  evil  haunted  her.  But  she  appeared 
scarce  to  heed  his  words,  so  stony  felt  her  brain, 
so  ice-locked  her  heart.  He  soon  disappeared, 
and  she  was  alone  again,  as  lonely  too  as 
though  she  were  in  an  eremite's  sad  cell.     She 
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no  longer  feared  even  that  she  might  be  forced  to 
shine  amid  false  glory  s  gewgaws,  or  that  a  human 
wolf  might  seek  to  prey  upon  her  beauty  and 
purity.     She  appeared  wholly  benumbed  by  her 
grief  and  despair.    Her  lovely  face  was  blistered 
with  weeping,  her  Ups  were  pale,  her  graceful 
head  was  lowly  drooped,  her  bloodshot  eyes  were 
closed.    In  very  troth,  she  looked  as  if  oppressed 
by  a  weary  ocean  of  desponding  thoughts.    The 
o'er-pressed,    o'er-laboured   soul   seemed   as    if 
possessed  by  some  fiend  of  apathy  or  numbness, 
who  had  luckily  usurped  the  place  of  a  more 
grim  and  stationary   madness.     The   magic  of 
memory  no  longer  comforted  or  sustained  her 
as  she  sat  wan  and  dejected  within  the  broad 
arms  of  a  well-stuffed  settle.     She  had  ere  then 
fought  hope's  last  fight,  and  in  the  dreary  issue 
thereof  the  master-chord   of  her  young  heart 
seemed  to  have  snapped.     It  was  love's  death 
she   suffered,    and   all   she  hoped,  looked   for, 
prayed  for,  in  her  restless  despair,  was  to  enter 
religion,  and  consecrate  herself  henceforth  to 
Heaven. 
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Time — inexorable  Time — wore  on  while  slie 
thus  kept  her  heart-sick  vigil.  At  last  she 
gradually  awoke  from  her  stupor,  and  then 
amid  her  wildering  dreams  prayed  with  frantic 
fervour — "  Mary,  Star  of  Heaven  and  Mother  of 
God,  have  mercy  upon  me !  Oh,  woe  is  me ! 
In  death's  cold  wedlock  would  that  I  had  died 
ere  I  doubted  Plantagenet,  and  thus  despaired. 
Oh,  holy  Virgin,  help  me!  Oh,  Mother  of 
Mercy,  hear  me  !  '^ 

On  a  sudden  a  footfall  sounded  without,  the 
door  opened,  and  she  had  scarce  time  to  start 
to  her  feet  ere  she  was  clasped  in  her  father's 
arms.  She  laid  her  poor  bewildered  head  upon 
his  sympathizing  breast,  and  wept  a  flood  of 
mingled  joy  and  sorrow. 

"  Nay,  nay  !  My  sweet  child,  weep  not  thus. 
All  the  saints  forbid  thy  little  heart  should  sob 
itself  into  death's  sleep  after  so  sad.  a  fashion !" 
exclaimed  Sir  Thomas  More,  as  he  kissed  her 
pale  brow,  and  smoothed  back,  with  a  kindly 
pressure,  her  luxurious  hair. 

"  Oh,  leave  me  not  again,  good  my  dear  father  I 
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I  have  no  strength  left  me,  and  must  perish  if 
you  do,"  she  sobbingly  answered. 

"  My  benison  on  your  sweet  face,  which  so 
recalls  me  your  angel  mother  s  as  it  comes 
back  to  me  in  the  night-season,  smiling  like  the 
moon  through  the  mist  of  years.  Fear  not ! 
I  will  not  leave  thee  more  until  thou  art  in  safer 
keeping.  But  we  must  not  tarry  here  ;  so 
prithee  dry  thy  tears,  dear  one,  and  don  this 
festal  gear  which  Agatha  hath  brought  thee,'' 
said  Sir  Thomas  More,  with  a  smile,  as  he 
beckoned  the  good  dame  who,  with  Raimond 
Verstegans,  stood  on  the  landing  without,  to 
approach. 

She  smiled  beamingly  as  she  saw  herself  thus 
surrounded,  and  her  little  heart  strengthened 
somewhat  in  courage  and  spirit.  But  of  a 
sudden,  remembering  the  strict  enjoinings  of 
Dan  Theodulph,  she  anxiously  questioned  her 
father — "  But  whither  wend  you  1  I  must  not 
hence  until  Father  Theodulph  returns,  who  is 
now  ensuring  my  safety.'' 

"  He  is,  lady,  an  impious  idolater,  worse  than 
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any  of  the  ancient  sons  of  Fire/"  and  who  must 
have  naught  further  to  say  to  thee.  He  had 
sketched  forth  a  goodly  plan  of  evil,  which  Heaven 
hath  mercifully  vanquished.  He  hath  deemed  all 
his  acts  were  clothed  in  mystery  impenetrable  ; 
but  God's  searching  eye  hath  natheless  pene- 
trated his  plotting  soul/'  were  the  words  uttered 
in  the  deep- toned  voice  of  Raimond  Verstegans. 

"  Virgin  mother !  What  is  this  V'  cried 
Aveline,  surprisediy. 

"  That  shall  be  seen  anon.  For  the  present 
content  you,  sweet  child,  that  we  have  detected 
the  insolent  rihaude,  who  shall  hereafter  answer 
to  me,  as  Heaven  be  my  speed,"  answered  Sir 
Thomas  More,  with  unusual  irritation. 

"Perchance  thou  knowest  not,  good  my 
father,  the  manifest  trouble  he  hath  taken  in  thy 
absence  to  shelter  me  from  those  all-pressing 
evils  which,  perchance,  you  discern  not,"  said 
Avehne,  for  the  baneful  influence  of  the  truculent 
monk  was  not  on  the  moment  to  be  dispelled. 

*  The  Fire -worshippers. 
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'*  Though  conscience,  it  beseems,  hath  not 
made  him  cowardly,  long-hidden  crime  and  shame 
must  needs  burn  fiercely  at  his  monkish  souL 
Let  it  suffice  thee,  Aveline,  my  child,  that 
Master  Cromwell  hath  apprized  me  fully  of  all 
that  concerns  thee  so  vitally.  Yea,  all !"  said 
Sir  Thomas,  with  a  warm  smile,  as  he  beheld  her 
look  of  timid  inquiry.  "  I  saw  him  ere  sunset 
this  eve,  and,  through  certain  espial  he  had 
set  afoot,  was  I  enabled  to  trace  thy  har- 
bourage hither.  I  would  have  been  with  thee 
earlier,  but  the  royal  wittol,  our  gracious  king, 
did  set  me  a  displeasant  task  in  adjudging  a 
heretic.  Fear  thee  not  that  thy  father  will 
cross  thy  secret  love.  I  have  noted  him  well ; 
and  I  conceive  the  olympiads  of  Hellas  never 
furnished  a  more  noble  or  chivalrous  knight 
than  he  of  St.  John  whom  thou  hast  so  warmly 
taken  to  thy  heart." 

"  Oh  miser}^  and  must  I  no  more  dream 
of  him  and  happiness !"  cried  Aveline,  in  woe- 
begone accents. 

"How  now — more  tears!      Nay,  our  Lady 
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forbid  that  our  coming  should  have  such  doleful 
results.  There  is  more  of  hope  than  despair  in 
the  winds  that  puffed  mj  sails  hitherward. 
But  it  were  not  amiss  to  hasten  thy  toilet. 
Cast  over  thy  present  garniture  this  dress  of  lace 
and  taffeta.  There — 'tis  well.  Now  place  this 
wreath  of  lilies  and  roses  on  thy  head,  and  then 
over  all  this  large  veil  of  snow.  There,  ray  sweet 
child,  thou  lookest  now,  if  I  misthink  not,  as  an 
thou  wert  sprung  from  the  enchanted  regions  of 
the  spheres.  Come — let  us  on.  I  wist  not, 
Master  Raimond,  we  have  time  for  further 
junketings,''  said  More,  in  his  usual  vivacious 
tone,  while  endeavouring  to  rouse  his  despond- 
ing child. 

"  Credit  me,  Master  More,  the  hour  is  at 
hand  for  more  than  you  deem,"  said  Raimond, 
in  the  solemn  tones  of  prophetic  warning. 
"  Cheer  thee,  gentle  lady,  and  bethink  thee  that 
the  blackest  night  gives  way  at  last  to  sun  and 
morn.  Let  me,  who  ever  study  star-lore  in 
the  book  of  night,  who  can  forecast  amid  the 
silent  plains  of  air  the  wellsprings  of  the  future, 
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as  easily  as  I  can  discern  the  bubbles  blown  from 
the  foam  of  ages  past — let  me  assure  thee  that  on 
this  thy  midnight  wanhope  a  light  shall  spread, 
as  glorious  as  the  sunshine  over  sainted  Lebanon/^ 

''Come — let  us  forth  and  face  the  danger 
which  shall  ensure  thee  peace.  Medoubts  after 
all  if  Yenus  so  greatly  preferred  Adonis  to 
Mars.  What  say  you,  sweet  daughter  mine  1 
Why,  beshrew  me,  how  thy  crimsoning  face 
betrays  thy  leanings !"  said  More,  in  a  gentle, 
bantering  tone,  as  they  proceeded  out  of  the 
turret-chamber,  and  then  down  the  winding- 
stair,  and  through  the  mazy  passages  beyond. 

Having  entered  Baynard's  Castle,  Eaimond 
Yerstegans  piloted  the  way  to  the  main  portion  of 
the  ancient  structure,  and  when,  having  reached 
the  large  hall,  formerly  the  chamber  of  dais,  he 
sounded  a  shrill  whistle.  Ere  long  an  Ethiopian, 
in  a  fantastic  dress,  with  a  lighted  cresset-lamp  in 
hand,  obeyed  the  summons.  Muttering  a  few 
sentences  in  an  unknown  tongue,  the  dusky  atten- 
dant slowly  withdrew,  and  Raimond,  beckoning 
the  others,  followed.      The   whole  party   then 
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descended  a  broad  flight  of  steps  to  the  basement, 
and  from  thence,  after  traversing  a  long,  gloomy- 
looking  set  of  apartments,  they  again  descended, 
by  another  flight,  to  a  large  crypt,  still  bearing 
signs  of  considerable  architectural  beauty.  They 
passed  forth  from  hence  by  a  secret  door  into  a 
low  and  narrow  passage,  that  appeared  inter- 
minable as  they  wandered  on,  and  as  the  light 
flickered  in  advance. 

"  Be  not  dismayed  at  this,  or  anything  which 
may  hereafter  occur.  Leave  all  to  me  and  to 
Master  Raimond,  who  hath  taken  the  matter  in 
hand.  We  are  now  beneath  the  Wilderness,  and 
are  speeding  straight  to  the  conventual  church, 
where  many  are  awaiting  thy  presence,"  said 
Sir  Thomas  More,  as  he  supported  the  still 
trembling  Aveline,  who,  despite  the  mystery 
enshrouding  these  midnight  movements,  had 
suff'ered  a  sudden  revival  of  hope,  like  unto 
flowers  springing  beneath  the  footsteps  of  a 
celestial. 

"  I  marvel  much,  my  father,  what  end  is  thus 
portended.     But,  our  Lady  be  praised,  I  am 
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with  thee,  and  can  leave  my  welfare  to  thy 
tender  care/^  she  answered,  nothing  misdoubt- 
ing, and  with  a  smile  that  seemed  like  returning 
sunshine  to  a  stormy  sky. 

"  That  do — that  do  !  Heaven  prosper  our 
gear,  for  it  needeth  much  caution  and  certain 
handling  lest  it  miscarry,  and  we  3'oke  thee 
after  all  against  thy  will  and  our  own  to  boot." 

"  Ha — Madonna  !  Say  you  so  V  questioned 
Aveline,  in  the  wildest  dismay. 

"  Hold  there  awhile,  noble  Raimond  I  She 
hath  fainted  1"  cried  Sir  Thomas  More,  as  Aveline 
leant  heavily  against  him. 

"  Her  lesion,  poor  lady,  is  more  of  mind  than 
body.  "Tis  the  open  heart  that  prompts  the 
candid  phrase,  and  thou  hast  stunned  her  with 
thy  news,  I  fear.  I^ay,  and  God  be  praised, 
she  reviveth !  Bear  her  on  as  swiftly  as  may  be, 
the  air  of  this  passage  is  somewhat  sultry.  "We 
are  close  beside  the  steps  leading  upward  to  the 
church,"  said  Yerstegans,  as  he  gazed  at  her, 
and  then  again  moved  forward. 

They  spoke  rapidly  and  briefly  as  they  pro- 
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ceeded,  for  time  was  precious,  and  the  place  of 
ordeal  nigh  at  hand.  They  whispered  Avehne, 
praying  and  enjoining  her  to  strict  obedience 
and  silence.  The  poor  girl's  tears  fell  fast,  but 
her  silence  gave  consent  to  their  whispered  en- 
joinings,  and  they  issued  forth  from  the  secret 
stair-head  into  one  of  the  sub-chapels  of  the 
great  church  of  the  friar  preachers.  Then, 
bidding  Dame  Agatha  and  the  Ethiopian  await 
there  in  silence  and  darkness  their  return,  they 
entered  the  church,  and  skirting  round  the  hinder 
part  behind  the  high  altar,  where  the  brilliant 
illuminations  of  the  nave  and  choir  failed  to 
penetrate,  they  reached  the  vestiary,  where  they 
were  received,  in  a  turmoil  of  impatience  and 
fear,  by  the  jolly  cellarer,  Dan  Launcelot. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

CIjc  Call  oi  gcstiiuT.— £^5^  |)um:m  liolotausi 

JSJHE  isles  of  light  spell-hung  each  night  in 
heaven  s  vault  had  faded  away,  and  the  fire- 
god  of  the  ancient  virorshippers  was  mounting 
his  blazing  throne,  when  the  booming  of  the 
great  muffled  bell  from  out  the  tower  of  chimes, 
announced  to  the  drowsy  friars  the  coming  of 
the  hour  of  blood — to  the  condemned,  her  dirge- 
note. 

The  hours  elapsed  since  Dan  Theodulph  had 
left  her  in  her  prison  chamber,  gloomy  as  the 
sternal  porch,  were  passed  by  the  Maid  of 
Kent  after  a  most  woful  manner.  One  might 
well  marvel  to  have  beheld  humanity  survive 
such  an  ordeal  of  agony  and  despair,  crushed 
down  as  she  was  beneath  the  chill  of  her  ap- 
proaching doom,  beneath  the  nigh  reflection  of 
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the  unpitying  death -flames,  beneath  the  yell  of 
the  thirsty  tiger  who  had  betrayed  her,  beneath 
a  pulseless  silence  that  seemed  to  mock  her 
agony  and  solitude,  beneath  her  dark  eclipse  of 
hope  and  love,  when  thus  so  nigh  the  bridge  and 
gate  of  death,  with  nought  to  comfort  and  uphold 
her,  save  her  own  grand  heart,  and  the  one 
great  solemn  hope. 

From  the  black  depths  wherein  she  was  sink- 
ing, as  she  pillowed  her  distraught  head  against 
the  dew-cold  wall,  which  felt  like  the  touch  of 
Deaths  damp  hand,  she  was  aroused  by  the 
entrance  of  Dan  Launcelot,  the  cellarer,  who 
came  to  bid  her  forth  from  the  dim,  drear  light 
of  her  dungeon  to  the  dimmer  and  drearier 
surroundings  on  the  threshold  of  the  Great 
Profound. 

"  Praised  be  the  blessed  Virgin,  thou  art  in 
life !  I  scarce  hoped  to  behold  thee,  damsel, 
again,  on  this  side  of  human  anguish,"  said  the 
good-hearted  official,  looking  wistfully  in  the 
captive's  face,  beneath  the  dull  gleaming  rays  of 
his  cresset  lamp. 
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"  Monk,  I  know  thy  errandry.  Let  us  forth. 
The  night  is  long  that  never  meets  the  morn ;  so 
seems  that  of  my  heart-torture,  until  I  behold 
my  spirit's  home  in  the  skies,"  answered  the 
brave,  undaunted  girl. 

"  By  all  the  souls  in  purgatory,  rush  not  so 
madly  to  thy  fate,''  said  Dan  Launcelot  earnestly. 
"  Oh,  ere  those  matchless  orbs  sink  into  the 
long,  last  eclipse  of  death,  repeat  but  these 
words, — '  I  abjure.'  If  you  do  not  thy  pearly 
body,  whose  blood  is  yet  all  meridian,  will  be 
lacerated  out  of  all  form  and  comehness  by  the 
swift  flames." 

"  Go  to,  monk!  Worry  me  not  in  this  dreary 
hour  with  thy  crossings,  well-meaning  though 
they  be.  I  have  found  the  crystal  fountain  of 
Truth,  and  am  without  fear,  as  without  hope." 

She  left  her  cell,  passed  the  commiserating 
cellarer,  and  herself  piloted  the  way.  At  the 
end  of  the  dark  passage  there  was  a  group  of 
the  lay  brethren  lying  in  wait  to  escort  her. 
They  tarried  no  longer,  but  conducted  her  up 
the  stairs,  and  through  the  intervening  space 
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into  the  church,  which  was  already  ordered  for 
the  occasion,  and  filled  to  overflowing  with  an 
anxious,  interested  multitude. 

As  the  doomed  one  entered  the  sacred  pre- 
cincts, the  great  organ  was  playing  softly  a 
mournful  strain  in  mortal  minstrelsy  almost 
unknown — a  sweet  and  solemn  requiem.  When 
she  came  into  the  subdued  light  of  the  choir, 
arrayed  in  the  shroud-like  garments,  where- 
withal her  escort  had  decked  her  person,  and 
with  her  pale,  rigid  face,  looking  like  one  of 
hewn  marble,  she  resembled  a  spectre  whom 
Day  had  surprised  disporting  on  earth. 

The  space  before  the  brilliantly  illuminated 
altar  was  crowded  by  the  numerous  officials  and 
elders  of  the  brotherhood,  all  wearing  their 
state  robes  ;  while  the  general  body  of  the  friars, 
with  the  novices  and  la}'  brethren,  thickly  lined 
either  side  of  the  choir. 

Preceded  by  two  monks,  one  of  whom  bore  on 
high  a  silver  cross,  and  the  other  a  flaming 
brazier  on  a  brazen  pole,  and  escorted  by 
several  of  the  friars,    carrying  lighted  torches, 
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came  this  marvellous  woman,  with  serenity  of 
soul,  despite  the  horrors  of  the  past  night, 
shining  lustrously  on  her  calm,  clear  brow.  Con- 
ducted up  the  choir,  she  was  led  to  the  steps  of 
the  altar,  where,  awaiting  her,  surrounded  by 
the  prior  and  other  officials  in  rich  copes, — one 
of  whom  carried  the  crozier,  while  others  bore 
silver-headed  staves, — attired  in  his  amice,  stole, 
pluvial,  and  alb,  and  wearing  his  mitre,  stood 
Bishop  Bonner,  the  ecclesiastical  bloodhound, 
looking  like  a  fiend  of  death. 

The  office  of  Matins  was  at  once  entered  upon, 
immediately  followed  by  the  sacred  m3^stery  of 
the  Mass.  The  latter  over,  Bonner  approached 
to  within  a  few  feet  of  the  condemned,  and  in  a 
stern,  harsh  voice  demanded  of  her  if  she  re- 
pented her  enormities,  and  would  abjure  her 
heresies  ? 

"In  God's  truth,  that  do  I  not.  Nay  !  I  do 
much  rather  glory  in  them  now,  what  time 
I  am  to  test  my  faith  by  the  sacrifice  of  my 
life.  I  am  not  so  scorched  by  the  death-thirst 
that  I  must  needs  cry  for  water  distilled  from 
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thy  rocky  mercy.  The  rack  should  not  shake 
my  constancy,  much  less  any  mental  torture  ye 
seek  now  to  administer,"  answered  Elizabeth 
Barton  passionately. 

"  I  would  fain  see  thee,  thou  lost  woman, 
make  public  penance  for  thy  sins,  and,  before  an 
army  of  witnesses,  recant  those  accursed  doc- 
trines that  have  spread  like  night  to  this 
unhappy  land.  I  fear  me  thou  art  not  thyself, 
but  art  possessed  of  a  devil,"  said  Bonner 
harshly. 

A  monk,  at  a  given  signal,  advanced  with 
holy  water,  and  besprinkled  her  face  and  per- 
son as  if  exorcising  fiends  ;  but  she  only  smiled 
in  haught  derision.  Another  monk,  even  more 
officiously,  placed  a  piece  of  consecrated  wafer 
between  her  lips,  but  she  spat  it  out  in  utter 
disgust ;  while  a  third  forced  a  lighted  taper 
into  one  hand,  and  that  she  vehemently  threw 
aside. 

"  Thou  then  preferrest  still  to  put  faith  in  the 
sathanic  gossipry  that  hath  poisoned  thy  ears, 
and  to  direfully  suffer  in  pursuance  of  thy  arraign- 
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ment,  sooner  than  return  to  the  fold  of  the  Beati, 
or  conform  to  the  ordinances  of  Holy  Eoma 
Sancta  f  demanded  Bonner,  in  a  thmidering 
tone. 

"  Yea,  that  do  I !  I  would  suffer  a  thousand 
deaths — yea,  all  the  rackings,  torments,  crucify- 
ings,  and  other  persecutions  jq  of  Rome  are  so 
well  acquaint  withal,  and  which  have  been  ere 
this  sujQTered  by  many  a  blessed  martyr,  before  I 
would  deny  Christ  or  His  gospel,  or  defile  my 
new  faith  and  well-satisfied  conscience  with  a 
renewal  of  my  once  slavish  bondage  to  Rome,'^ 
replied  Barton  undisnaayedly. 

''  There  is  no  hope  for  her,"  said  Bonner.  "  Her 
blood  be  upon  her  own  head.  She  is  so  Winded 
and  besotted  by  some  foul  fiend  of  sin,  that  she 
perceiveth  not  that  the  sacrifice  of  her  hfe  will 
ensure  the  damnation  of  her  soul." 

"No,  verily — that  do  I  not,''  answered  the  Maid 
of  Kent,  scornfully.  "  I  am  top  well  minded  of 
what  St.  Paul  hath  said,  '  There  is  no  damna- 
tion to  them  that  are  in  Christ  Jesus,  who  walk 
not  after  the  flesh,  but  after  the  spirit.' " 
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"  There  is  no  need  of  further  argument  with 
the  blasphemer  !"  roared  Bonner,  m  the  tones 
of  an  enraged  hon.  "  Forth  with  her — hurl  her 
into  the  fiery  furnace !  But  hold,  let  her  first 
be  outcasted  from  the  pale  of  living  Christians  ! 

The  whole  assemblage  knelt  down  amid 
silence  the  most  profound,  while  the  terrible 
denunciation  of  the  Catholic  Church  was 
solemnly  pronounced,  while  Anathema  and  Ban 
were  fulmiuated  against  a  heretic. 

Then  was  performed  the  service  for  the 
dead,  designated  the  Nocturns,  in  the  Officium 
Defunctorum,  and  usually  celebrated  at  night- 
fall. Amid  the  pale  morning  light  glimmering 
through  the  forest  of  massive  and  magnificent 
columns,  amid  the  censer's  fragrant  air,  amid 
the  hush  of  the  thronged  multitude,  amid  the 
sluggish  calm  of  the  vast  church  and  long- 
drawn  aisles,  uprose  the  long,  low  chant — "  Heij 
mihi,  Domine,  quia  incolatus  mens  prolongatus 
est.  Auclivi  vocem  de  ccelo  diccntem  mihi :  Beati 
mortui,  qui  in  Domino  moriuntur/' 

A  pause   of  awestruck   fear   and  appaUing 
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silence  ensued,  quickly  succeeded  by  a  solemn 
chant,  in  wbicli  the  whole  body  of  the  friars 
joined.  That  finished,  the  voice  of  the  ruthless 
Bonner  at  once  proclaimed  to  those  in  attend- 
ance on  the  Maid — 

"  Away  with  the  Lutheran  wanton.  Away 
with  her,  blot  her  out  from  the  land  of  the 
living,  and  from  the  book  of  eternal  life.  Let 
her  die.     Ad  major  em  Dei  gloriam!' 

The  more  merciful  reverendissime  of  the 
Black  Friars,  Prior  Struddell,  like  some  arch- 
angelic  hierarch,  made  intercession  on  behalf 
of  mercy  and  the  Maid.  But  it  availed  not. 
Nought  could  satisfy  the  blood-thirst  of  her 
destroyers  but  her  apostacy,  her  abjuration, 
her  public  recantation  and  penance. 

The  luckless  Maid,  looking  like  a  scorched 
flower,  roused  herself  from  the  stunning  stupor 
into  whicli  the  awful  denunciation  of  the  Catholic 
Church  had  momentarily  thrown  her  -,  and,  while 
her  tears  fell  like  moonlight  rain,  she  spake 
as  never  woman  spake  before,  when  condemned 
to  the  icy  bondage  of  Death. 
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"  My  life  and  its  cutting  short  will  prove 
more  profitable  to  the  cause  for  which  I  die, 
than  ye  cowled  priests  and  monks  of  Rome 
now  deem.  My  conduct,  amid  these  luciferous 
mysteries  and  trials,  will  haply  prove  an  ensam- 
ple  to  its  disciples,  while  my  name  will  be 
entered  on  its  blazon  roll  of  martyrs,  what  time 
history  shall  indite  its  praise  or  censure  of  these 
days.  When,  too,  the  hour  shall  have  fully 
come,  and  the  awakening  daylight  of  truth  have 
truly  dawned  on  this  long  night  of  sin,  then 
shall  the  god-like  breathings  of  liberty  be 
aroused  from  their  sluggish  calm,  and  be  felt 
throughout  the  land.  Its  standard  ye  may 
keep  still  furled,  but  the  great  Author  of  ISTature 
will  one  day,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  order  its 
exaltation  ;  and  then  they  who  come  after — 

"  Will  dye  it  red,  will  dye  it  deep — 
In  tyrants'  blood  the  banner  steep." 

At  present,  as  ye  do  learnedly  utter  it,  "  Cedant 
arma  togcc"  or  the  sword  gives  way  to  the 
cassock.     Not  so,  a  short  while  hence,  when  the 
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signal  light  of  better  promise  shall  pioneer  the 
path  of  the  true  faith  to  its  sworn  soldiers  and 
servants.  This  is  no  mere  defiance,  hurled  at 
ye  in  exchange  for  the  torturous  death  ye  have 
adjudged  me  to.  I  have  beheld  them  as  truths 
in  visions  of  the  supernatural,  which  none  dare 
gainsay,  at  those  seasons  in  the  past  that  time  I 
witnessed  the  throes  that  were  foredeemed,  the 
trials  that  would  ensue,  and  the  life-destruction 
to  follow  ;  when  too  my  eyes  were  fascinated  at 
perceiving  the  martyrs  all  crowned  with  diadems, 
whose  glory,  it  beseemed,  even  outglared  the 
lustre  of  Charlemagne's.'' 

'•  Why  tarry  ye,  sluggards  "?  Forth  with  her  ! 
Her  very  words  seem  to  poison  fatally  our  ever- 
living  souls.  Away — hence  !  Bide  no  longer!'' 
shouted  Bonner,  in  a  thundering  tone. 

She  was  at  once  seized  upon,  and  being  bound 
was  led  away  through  the  choir  and  down  the 
great  nave.  The  requiem  for  the  dead  was, 
meanwhile,  chanted,  and  the  dulcet  notes  of  the 
great  organ,  blending  exquisitely  with  the 
melodious   voices   of  the    friars,   rolled    away 
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through  nave  and  aisles,  through  chapels  and 
shrines,  until  it  died  out  amid  cloister,  close  and 
garden. 

A  lugubrious  procession  was  then  formed  and 
slowly  issued  from  the  splendid  church,  through 
the  precincts  and  out  b}^  the  great  fore-gate 
into  the  city.  First  marched  a  body  of  the 
yeomen  of  the  guard,  specially  sent  by  the  civic 
authorities  to  keep  order.  Then  followed  a 
score  of  the  lay  brethren  of  the  Black  Friars, 
bearing  banners  of  black  cloth,  haviDg  in  relief 
large  white  crosses,  and  after  them  a  body  of  the 
poor  priests  of  Pap}^  who,  in  a  wondrous  dole- 
ful manner,  chanted  the  old  monastic  legend  : — 

"  By  the  Motlier,  and  the  Son, 
Death  endured  and  mercy  won ; 
Spare,  sinners,  though  we  be  : 
Miserere  Domine  !  " 

Then  came  several  of  the  officials  of  the  same 
house,  mixed  w^th  many  more  from  other  large 
conventual  establishments,  all  attired  in  their 
state  robes,  w^hile  after  them  another  body  of  lay- 
brethren,  each  bearing  in  his  right  hand  a  long 
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lighted  taper.  Then  t^yo  officiating  priests,  richly 
attired,  with  mass-books  in  hand,  who  kept  up 
with  several  assistants  that  succeeded  them  a 
continual  wail  of  "  Ora  pro  nobis. "  Then  came 
more  banners  and  crosses,  amid  which  thick 
smoked  the  balm -fed  thurifers.  To  these  suc- 
ceeded three  altar-boys  ringing  silver  bells,  a 
large  body  of  choristers,  solemnly  chanting  the 
death-hymn,  a  number  of  canons  regular  bear- 
ing lighted  tapers  in  massive  silver  candlesticks, 
and  a  second  phalanx  of  the  yeomen  of  the  guard. 
After  these  walked  three  aged  priests,  bearing, 
on  cushions  of  black  velvet,  the  state  appoint- 
ments of  a  member  of  the  episcopacy,  closel}^ 
followed  by  a  sumptuous  canopy  upheld  on 
poles,  surmounted  by  black  crosses,  and  borne  by 
four  monks,  from  whose  necks  depended  im- 
mense rosaries  of  ebony  and  gold,  and  beneath 
which  strided  the  ruthless  Bonner,  in  his  rich 
sacerdotal  robes.  Then  followed  several  chantry 
priests  singing  the  miserere,  and  after  them 
Bishop    Tunstal,    the   Lord   Prior   and  several 

X  3 


298 

other  eminent  though  bigoted  prelates.  At  last, 
preceded  by  a  file  of  monks  and  supported  by 
Fra  Agilus  and  Dan  Launcelot,  came  the  con- 
demned, robed  in  a  loose  dress  of  flame-coloured 
taffeta,  closely  followed  by  a  rearguard  of 
halberdiers. 

"  Oh,  that  I  might  utter  a  De  profunclis  in 
gladsome  fervour,  on  your  consent  to  repent 
being  announced,  Mistress  Barton.  'Tis  a  mis- 
taken obstinacy,  through  which  you  would  have 
your  matchless  form  reduced  to  charred  and 
ashy  atoms,"  said  Dan  Launcelot,  very  earnestly, 
in  a  low  tone. 

"  I  do  but  imitate,  friar,  those  who  have  gone 
before,  and  whose  names  blaze  on  the  front  of 
everlasting  fame,"  answered  the  heroic  girl,  in  a 
rapt  tone. 

''  In  God's  truth,  say  not  so  !  You  invite 
death,  and  will  suffer  it  through  your  own  per- 
versity. You  leave  a  world  of  many  hopes, 
many  joys — a  world,  perchance,  still  full  of  love 
for  thee — thou  full-grown  Hebe,"  retorted  Dan 
Launcelot,  as  earnestly  as  if  he  were  pleading 
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his  own  cause,  and  as  though  inhaling  some 
ambrosial  breeze. 

"  Speak  not  after  that  fashion,  I  pray  you. 
Methinks  I  would  have  said  one  farewell,  have 
uttered  one  God-speed,  ere  my  heart  went  to 
sleep ;  but  it  matters  naught  now,"  said  the 
Maid  of  Kent,  in  a  broken  voice,  while  memory 
was  busy  raking  up  some  dark  vanished  dream 
of  the  past. 

"  For  the  love  of  the  Holy  Virgin,  do  not 
despise  all  advising.  Bethink  thee  of  the 
triumph  thou  achievest  for  thine  enemies  in  this 
self-sacrifice.  Oh,  desert  not  the  joyous  hopes  of 
those  joyous  hours  thou  wast  created  so  well 
to  kindle  and  to  share,"  persisted  the  warm- 
hearted cellarer,  with  a  sidi. 

''  Spare  thyself,  good  father,  all  further  anxiety 
on  my  account.  I  have  already  bid  farewell  to 
day  and  night,  to  joy  and  trouble,  and  have 
gladly  welcomed  eternal  peace.  Thou  hast 
shown  me  kindness  when  I  least  anticipated, 
and  God  bless  thee  for  it.  I  am  assured  of  the 
infinite  mercy  of  my  heavenly  Father,  and  that 
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we  may  hereafter  meet  again  in  realms  where, 
according  to  the  divine  oracle  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
neither  sorrow  nor  sin,  neither  terror  nor  death, 
shall  ever  penetrate.  Behold  the  spot  of  ordeal. 
Now  we  part  and  for  ever.  Farewell !"  and  she 
warmly  shook  the  hand  of  the  commiserating 
official,  whose  bleared  eyes  attested  his  sorrow. 

The  morning  mist  had  ere  this  curled  up 
through  the  heavy  foliage  of  the  trees  in  its 
usual  thousand  fantastic  shapes,  and  had  melted 
away  amid  the  thin  air,  while  the  sun,  far 
up  in  the  blue  and  balmy  heavens,  was  shining 
lustrously. 

All  along  the  line  of  route,  ever  since  the 
procession  had  left  the  monastery,  a  vast  crowd 
had  congregated.  Every  favourable  position  had 
its  closely- wedged  in  group.  In  the  open  space 
beyond  the  city  walls,  and  in  the  fields  forming 
the  grassy  plain  called  Smyte,  or  Smooth,  and 
latterly  Smithfield,  a  countless  multitude  was 
assembled.  It  was  in  front  of  the  hostelry 
styled  the  Elms,  so  designated  from  a  cluster  of 
trees  surrounding  it,  and  near  the  famous  Horse- 
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pool,  that  all  the  public  exhibitions  and  execu- 
tions were  carried  out ;  and  where,  too,  the 
famed  St.  Bartholomew's  Fair  was  held. 

As  the  procession  wound  its  way  up  to  the 
place  of  ordeal,  a  dead  hush  lay  over  the  vast 
multitude,  Hke  a  heavy  air  over  the  drowsy 
sea,  while  the  death-bell  floated  clearly  to  the 
anxious  ears  of  all.  ^^^ 

There  ensued  a  frightful  pause  as  the  proces- 
sion stopped,  and,  gradually  dissolving,  left  the 
condemned  standing  in  front  of  the  high  stake 
and  mountainous  heap  of  ferns,  brushwood, 
faggots,  and  pitch,  with,  as  her  sole  companion, 
the  executioner,  whose  face  was  covered  by  the 
usual  mask.  He  at  once  proceeded  to  bind  her 
arms  to  her  sides,  having  first  taken  off  her 
loose  robe,  leaving  her  white  neck  unmantled, 
her  splendid  bosom  bare,  their  perfect  contour 
and  whiteness  being  heightened  by  the  sable  rings 
of  hair  which  clustered  on  them. 

She  was  quickly  led  through  an  open  space  amid 
the  inflammable  materials  up  to  the  thick,  stout 
pile  of  oak,  and  then,  while  her  feet  were  resting 
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on  a  flat  stone  of  about  a  foot  square,  which  was 
placed  three  feet  from  the  ground,  a  thick  rope 
was  twisted,  in  serpent-Hke  coils,  around  both 
post  and  body.  Meanwhile,  a  celestial  smile 
irradiated  the  striking  countenance  of  the  doomed 
girl,  her  lips  moved  in  prayer,  and,  if  angels 
are  permitted  to  visit  the  dying  and  support 
vitheir  souls  in  the  dreary  hour  of  their  flight, 
they  hovered  then  nigh  the  pyre  of  Elizabeth 
Barton. 

Some  little  further  time  elapsed  while  the 
executioner  arranged  the  faggots  and  other 
inflammable  materials,  during  which  Bonner 
advanced  to  the  edge  of  the  stack. 

"  'Tis  not  yet  too  late,  woman.  The  Churches 
mercies  may  e'en  now  be  meted  out  to  thee,  if 
thou  wilt  publicly  proclaim  a  repentance  for  thy 
past  heresy,  and  abjure  it  for  evermore,"  he 
exclaimed. 

"  Think  you  I  fail  in  the  hour  of  trial  ?  What 
I  have  done,  I  have  done !  My  sinews  shrink 
not,  and  my  spirit  is  resolved,"  she  answered, 
with  a  singular  grandeur  of  look. 
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"  Thou  preferrest  then  to  broil  and  burst  amid 
the  flames,  dying  a  death  here  on  earth  which 
will  prove  but  a  foretaste  of  the  one  thou  shalt 
endure  through  endless  thousand  generations/' 
spake  Bonner  once  more. 

"  Do  thy  will  on  my  body — my  soul  ye  cannot 
attaint !  Make  no  further  delay,  for  thou  tor- 
turest  me  worse  ^Yith  thy  wordy  persecutions 
than  the  flames  will.  I  would  gaze  on  my  God 
who  sufiered  once,  and  would  hear  His  whisper 
of  mercy  and  nothing  else/'  answered  the  Maid 
resolutely,  albeit  a  few  scorching  drops  rolled 
down  her  pale  and  rigid  cheeks. 

"  Thy  blood,  then,  be  on  thy  own  head ! 
Light  the  pile — kindle  the  flames ! ''  was 
Bonner's  retort. 

The  cruel  mandate  went  forth,  and  the  execu- 
tioner, running  round  the  stack,  fired  it  in 
several  places  at  the  same  time.  The  whole 
was  quickly  in  one  vast  pyramidal  glow  of 
flames  and  fiery  smoke.  Those  whose  horror 
permitted  them  to  continue  watching,  beheld 
the    handsome    face    and    exquisite    form    of 
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the  heroic  girl,  still  unharmed,  reared  upward 
on  the  flamy  summit  of  the  pile,  while  the 
beauteous  eyes  were  fixed  on  one  spot  in  the 
unclouded  sky,  as  if  they  there  beheld  en- 
throned the  Spirit  of  Mercy  beyond. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

n)t  eix^  of  tht  Stan  of  fJoob. 

*HAT  hath  chanced,  Master  Cellarer  1 
Whither  tarrieth  Sir  Thomas,  and  how 
came  it  we  saw  Mistress  Aveline  taking  so  pro- 
minent a  part  in  yon  ceremony  1"  asked  Crom- 
well anxiously,  while  he  and  Dan  Launcelot 
supported  Richard  Plantagenet,  as  they  pro- 
ceeded beyond  the  great  cloister  into  the  more 
open  close. 

"  Would  to  all  the  blessed  saints  I  knew ! 
I  received  Sir  Thomas  More  and  the  sweet  lady, 
his  daughter,  in  company  with  Master  Raimond, 
at  the  door  of  the  Vestiary,  but  on  perceiving  in 
the  distance  the  form  of  Brother  Theodulph, 
whom  thou  bade  me  at  all  risks  carefully  to 
watch,  I  left  Master  More  and  his  companions 
in  the  charge  of  almoner  Hildebart,  and  then 
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moved  forth  hastily  in  pursuit.  I  but  just 
caught  a  gUmpse  of  our  lord  the  sub-prior  s 
person  passing  forth  from  hence  into  the  Wilder- 
ness, when  methought  I  would  search  for  3^ou, 
good  ray  noble  patron,  ere  I  proceeded  further. 
I  thereupon  re-entered  the  church,  and  after  a 
short  search,  thy  exclamations  did  attract  me  to 
thy  presence." 

"  I  fear  me  much  that  Master  More's  dan- 
gerous emprise  hath  miscarried,  and  that  he 
hath  run  into  the  lion's  jaws  to  an  ill  purpose. 
If  so,  this  good  youth's  and  his  poor  lady's 
doom  are  both  most  sadly  cast.  But  'twere  well 
natheless  to  keep  Dan  Theodulph  in  sight.  His 
schemes  must  needs  want  watching,  and  may 
cross  ours,  should  it  so  hap  after  all  that  Master 
More  bringeth  his  portion  of  it  clean  through. 
So  let  us  on.     Canst  walk.  Sir  Knight '?" 

"  Yea,  that  can  I  !  To  the  ends  of  the  world 
if  need  be,"  shouted  Richard  Plantagenet,  start- 
ing forward  in  fierce  impatience  and  with  some 
fiery  resolTC.  For  his  mind  had  now  become  a 
prey  to  the   deepest   sorrow  and   the   wildest 
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longings  for  vengeance  that  the  human  heart  is 
capable  of. 

"Nay,  trudge  not  so  lightningly.  "We  ^vill 
on  together.  And  though  it  beseemeth  as  an 
some  unseen  hand  were  unravelling  all  our 
webs,  spin  them  as  elaborately  as  we  may,  I 
will  not  desert  thee  or  bid  thee  altogether 
despond,"  said  Cromwell,  with  warm  interest. 

But  Plantagenet  answered  not.  He  still 
walked  impatiently  in  advance,  albeit  he  had 
sunk  anew  into  the  slough  of  Despond,  bethink- 
ing of  his  ruined  hopes,  his  withered  prime.  He 
had,  for  many  hours  past,  despite  the  reports 
— dark  as  Fraud  could  weave  them — which  Dan 
Theodulph  had  poison  ously  divulged  to  him, 
hoped  against  hope ;  but  the  scene  so  awfully 
real,  so  stunningly  convincing,  witnessed  but 
now  by  his  own  eyes  in  the  conventual  church, 
had  made  him  at  last  yield  to  the  blighting 
truth,  and,  moreover,  with  that  startling  convic- 
tion which  strikes  us  on  awaking,  in  the  broad 
blaze  of  noontide,  from  some  delicious  dream  of 
moonlit -phantasy.     In  very  troth,  he  had  wit- 
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nessed  all  his  dearest  projects  fade  away  like 
mist  in  sunshine  ;  and  in  that  dreary  hour  not  a 
single  gleam  of  promise  disturbed  the  long- 
current  of  his  dismal  thoughts.  The  warm 
gushings  of  his  chivalrous  soul  seemed  frozen 
at  the  fount,  as  he  reflected  on  the  vanishing 
of  the  very  last  of  joy's  last  relics.  What, 
therefore,  could  outmatch  that  hour  of  anguish  'i 

Meanwhile  Cromwell  and  Dan  Launcelot 
conversed  together  after  a  blither  fashion. 

*'  She  is,  nathedoubt,  a  woman  of  singular 
beauty  in  the  judgment  of  those  who  regard 
such  outward  fleshly  shows,''  remarked  Cromwell 
with  a  smile,  in  reply  to  some  warm  encomium 
of  his  companion. 

"  That's  well  said,  by  the  mass !"  returned 
Dan  Launcelot.  "  In  mine  eyes  she  seemeth  like 
a  glorious  jay  who  should  always  be  habited  in 
some  spangled  bravery." 

"  Now,  I  v/arrant  me,  thou  art  nourishing  a 
passion  for  her,  despite  thy  manifold  fastings 
and  vigils,"  said  Cromwell  with  a  laugh. 

"  By   blessed    Mary,    I    scarce    can  tell   the 
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tergiversations  of  my  own  feelings  anent  tins 
glorious  maid.  They  clo  say  pity  is  akin  to 
love  ;  and,  an  it  be  so,  'tis  not  beside  the  truth  to 
avow  I  love  her,  sithence  I  do  most  certes  pity 
her,''  answered  the  jolly  cellarer,  with  a  sly 
wink  and  a  low  chuckle.  "  But,  prithee,  ]\Iaster 
Cromwell,  do  not  consider  the  self- enforcement 
of  vigil  and  fast  in  my  case  even  a  moot  point  ; 
for/ an  you  do,  medoubts  you  have  not  hit  on 
the  right  nail.  *A  hungry  belly  takes  no 
pleasure  in  music,'  as  the  proverb  hath  it;  and  I 
doubt  not  'tis  no  more  than  the  truths  sith  1 
adopt  it." 

"I  cry  you  mercy,  my  lord  monk,  I  misthink 
you  not.  Thou  art  honest  in  thy  way  and  dost 
not  transmew  thyself  as  do  others  of  thy  race. 
Thou  hast,  too,  withouten  doubt,  many  advantages 
attaching  to  your  office  among  your  brother 
conventuals  ;  but  I  fear  me  thou  art  a  greedy 
curmudgeon  after  all,"  said  Cromwell,  laughing. 

"  Adzooks,  belie  me  not  so  roundly.  I  do  not 
mortify  my  fiesh,  save  on  such  haught  occasions 
as  Pentecost,  Candlemas,  Martlemas. " 
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*'  Forbid  it,  Heaven,  you  should  enter  on  such 
a  hst/'  interrupted  Cromwell.  "  Behold  we  are 
in  front  of  the  '  Three  Bells.' " 

"  By  Bacchus,  we  shall  not  be  able  to  refresh 
our  inner  man  there !  'Tis  all  as  dark  as  pitch. 
And  I  can  no  more  espy  trace  of  brother  Theo- 
dulph,  as  an  he  was  defunct  and  tombed,"  said 
the  cellarer,  looking  cautiously  around. 

"  Let  us  on  to  Baynard's  Castle.  He  may 
have  flitted  thither.  I  wish  I  could  assure  my- 
self of  his  further  plottings,''  said  Cromwell,  as, 
followed  by  his  companions,  he  led  the  way 
into  the  yard  of  the  adjoining  castle. 

They  all,  with  their  eyes  well  agape,  eagerly 
searched  around  and  upward  at  the  old  building, 
where — 

*'  Sheeted  in  white,  like  spectres  of  fear, 
Their  ghostly  forms  the  towers  uprear." 

"Do  thou,  good  friar,  penetrate  yon  tun- 
nelled passage.  But,  hark  !  Some  one  comes  and 
swiftly  too.  Let 'US  back  under  this  shadow," 
said  Cromwell,  in  a  low  eager  tone. 


OR,  THE  MONKS  OF  OLD.  311 

Tliej  had  scarce  drawn  themselyes  closely 
beside  tlie  walls  of  the  castle,  where  they  frowned 
a  deeper  shadow  than  elsewhere  on  the  court- 
yard, than  the  form  of  a  man  in  militar}^  garb 
rushed  forth  from  the  passage  Cromwell  had 
pointed  out,  and  sped  with  lightning  eagerness 
across  the  yard,  and  through  the  wicket-gate. 
So  quickly  fled  the  mysterious  stranger,  that  the 
lookers  on  could  not  decide  whether  to  stay  his 
course  or  not. 

''  Something  is  afoot.  We  must  search.  Do 
thou  go  first,  dan  cellarer,  while  we  bide  here 
and  watch  that  nothing  occurs  on  this  side," 
said  Cromwell,  excited  more  than  was  his  wont. 

"  By  the  faith  of  our  Holy  Mother,  I  dare 
hardly  adventure !''  answered  Dan  Launcelot 
wdtli  chattering  teeth.  "Bethink  thee  what 
would  hap  if  I  was  to  meet  some  spectral  illu- 
sion of  Master  Yerstegans,  or  some  unquiet  spirit 
encased  in  the  swathements  of  the  dead."' 

"  What !  Fearest  thou  to  follow  a  brother  con- 
ventual, and  while,  too,  we  twain  are  within  call  V^ 
said  Cromwell,  somewhat  scornfully. 
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"  By  the  blessed  mass,  I  will  go  ;  though  God 
assoil  me,  if  aught  of  evil  hap  !"  remarked  the 
cellarer,  as  he  proceeded  down  the  vaulted 
passage  towards  the  water  entrance  of  the 
castle. 

Cromwell,  the  moment  they  were  alone,  looked 
up  with  searching  glance  at  the  countenance  of 
the  Knight  of  St.  John,  as  if  he  had  sought 
the  opportunity.  The  latter  was  standing  wrapt 
in  his  own  dark,  unearthly  thoughts.  His  eyes 
were  closed,  he  was  ghastly  pale,  and  in  the 
dim  light  every  feature  appeared  knit  beneath 
some  inward  and  devouring  impatience. 

"Beshrew  me,  holy  knight,  thou  must  not 
thus  despond  1  Take  heart,  I  pray  thee,  take 
heart !"  urged  Cromwell,  with  warm  and  genuine 
sympathy. 

"  How  can  I  ? — oh  !  how  can  I  ?  Despoiled, 
destitute,  and  abandoned — on  what  can  Richard 
Plantagenet  longer  trust  ?  Who  is  more  poor, 
more  lowly,  more  undone,  in  the  scale  of  a  cold 
world's  calculations  or  in  the  needful  supports 
of  life,  than  he  V  answered  the  young  knight 
sorrowfully. 
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"  Cyntliia's  light  ever  gives  Tvay  to  morn, 
vrhj  not  thy  soufs  present  gloom  to  a  new  sun 
of  happiness  1  In  another  land,  amid  other  ties, 
a  glorious  future  may  dawn  upon  thee,'"'  said 
Cromwell,  heartily. 

"  Ha  !  There  you  sting  my  inmost  heart. 
That  Aveline  More  was  my  first  real  love  and 
shall  be  my  last  in  all  purity  and  faith,  Heaven 
witness  !  But  alas,  her  destinies  must  needs 
soar  sightlessly  above  mine,  and  Almighty  God 
and  our  Blessed  Lady  ever  prosper  her  in 
them  !"'  exclaimed  the  young  Hospitaller,  in  a 
dreamy  tone.  But  again,  suddenly  starting 
into  new  life,  he  impetuously  added,  "  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  to  leave  England,  and  I  will 
accept  thy  offer  of  a  passage  by  some  com- 
missioned vessel  to  France.  When  will  it 
sail  \ " 

"  This  very  morn,  ere  noontide.  Wilt  really 
go  1"  asked  Cromwell,  with  no  less  pleasure 
than  surprise. 

''  Yea,  that  will  I !  But  where  shall  I  find 
this  vessel  of  thine, — are  thy  dispatch  writings 
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in  readiness  T  demanded  the  kniglit  with  fever- 
ish impatience. 

"  In  fitting  time  all  shall  be  ready.  Thou 
shalt  meet  me  betimes  at  the  hostel  yonder, 
whither  I  will  come  to  thee  with  certain  written 
commissions.  Have  all  thy  gear  meanwhile  in 
readiness.     Art  fully  prepared  on  all  points  T 

"  Yea,  on  all !  I  have  obtained  leave  and 
certain  letters  commendatory  from  the  Grand 
Master  to  our  houses  in  Italy,  whither  I  purpose 
journeying,  in  order  to  seek  knight-service  in  the 
wars  now  raging.  I  would,  Master  Cromwell, 
repair  the  injustice  which  Fate  hath  inflicted  on 
me.  I  would  win  fame.  I  desire  not  to  grow 
on  in  years  as  I  am,  and  then  wither  and  die 
like  a  weed  on  a  rock  which  the  ocean  of  Time 
sweeps  away  for  ever,  none  know  whither,  and 
all  care  less.  I  will  win  honours  all  my  own 
— worthy,  too,  Plantagenet's  lineal  son.  I  have 
a  breast  full  of  courage,  a  soul  of  flame,  an  arm 
of  strength  and  a  trusty  sword,  and  I  cannot  do 


amiss." 


Ay,  ay!    There  need  be  no  fear  of  the  issue 
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of  thj  achievements,  brave  joutli,  noble  knight, 
be  thj  exploits  either  amid  the  regions  of  the 
icy  pole,  or  the  fire-wasted  zone,"  remarked 
Cromwell.  "  But  hark  !  Here  comes  om-  faint- 
hearted espial." 

The  next  moment  Dan  Launcelot  appeared, 
looking  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  trembHng  as 
with  an  ague. 

"  Oh,  Master  Cromwell !  Oh,  good  sir 
knight !  I  fear  me  some  deed  of  horror  hath 
been  perpetrated  that  will  shock  even  the 
Eternal  Sire  in  his  far-off  realms  of  light,  and 
peradventure  scare  the  nursling  imps  of  Hades," 
said  he,  in  the  greatest  trepidation. 

"  Why — how  now  1  What  festering  deed  of 
blood  hast  thou  stirred  V  exclaimed  Cromwell, 
very  anxiously. 

^'  I  know  not !  I  have  seen  nought ;  but, 
amid  the  most  ebon  blackness,  I  heard  such 
groanings  as  I  cannot  re-utter.  Oh !  Sancta 
Maria  !  Ora  pro  nobis,''  prayed  Dan  Launcelot, 
very  fervently. 

"  The  jolly  friar  is  demented  by  fear.     Let 
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US  on,  good  sir  knight,  and  unravel  this  blood- 
stained mystery,  an  such  it  prove,"  urged  Crom- 
well; and  he  and  the  Knight  of  St.  John  hurried 
on  down  the  passage,  Dan  Launcelot  following 
quickly,  too  fearful  of  being  left  alone. 

Having  reached  the  stairs,  ascended  the  broad 
flight  of  steps  and  entered  the  dark  portal  we 
have  before  described,  Cromwell  turned  once 
more  to  Dan  Launcelot,  and  demanded  in  a 
low  tone, — 

"  Dost  believe  thy  lord,  the  sub-prior,  is  within 
this  tower'?" 

"  I  scarce  can  tell,  and  like  less  to  think.  Oh, 
could  he  adventure  more  than  what  he  has  done 
already!"  remarked  the  cellarer,  while  some 
dark  horror  of  memory  appeared  to  congeal  his 
inmost  soul. 

*'  What  hath  he  dared  and  not  done,  and 
what  hath  he  not  dared  '?"  said  Cromwell,  in  some 
doubtful  rumination. 

A  deep,  hollow  groan  came  up  through  the 
passage  opening  on  the  left  of  where  they  then 
stood,  that  startled  them  all  out  of  any  portion 
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of  the  invulnerable  armour  of  apathy  where- 
withal their  hearts  might  have  been  encased. 
They  looked  eagerly  and  enquiringly  around 
with  their  horror-fascinated  eyes,  until  a  repeti- 
tion of  the  deep-nioaning  sound  was  heard, 
when  they  espied  in  the  darkness  surrounding 
them  the  still  deeper  blackness  of  the  arched 
passage  leading  to  the  vaults  beneath. 

"  Hie  thee,  master  cellarer,  to  the  '  Three 
Bells  '  as  speedily  as  may  be,  and  bring  hither 
a  torch  with  such  help  as  at  this  hour  thou 
canst  procure,'*  said  Cromwell,  in  a  low  tone. 

Dan  Launcelot  departed,  and  with  a  speed 
there  was  no  need  to  complain  of.  Meanwhile, 
the  twain  he  left  behind  were  with  bated  breath 
listening  anxiously,  amid  a  scene  of  such  strangely 
horrible  accompaniments  as  would  fix  its  minu- 
tiaG  in  their  memories  ever  thereafter. 

What  tragic  legend  were  they  now,  amid  a 
boding  silence,  about  to  unfold  for  posterity  ? 
What  grisly  ghost,  what  walking  spectre,  was 
about  to  ope  the  blood-written  volume  of  its 
mysteries   to   the   eager    ken   of  their   almost 
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stagnated  souls  1  The  hollow,  moaning  groan 
was  repeated  again  and  again,  appeared  each 
moment  to  float  nigher  and  nigher,  while  a 
strange  shuflling  sound  announced  the  approach 
of  some  spiritual  or  temporal  form.  Was  it  a 
spirit  from  the  presence  of  the  universe's 
Supernal  King,  or  a  visitant  from  the  shades  of 
eternal  night,  that  thus,  for  the  nonce,  held 
those  two  bold,  courageous  hearts  spell-bound,  as 
though  beneath  some  curse  so  dire  as  would 
have  made  e'en  a  wizard's  blood  run  cold. 

"  B}^  the  holy  cross  !  What  shadow  is  that  takes 
form  even  out  of  the  ebon  darkness  of  yon 
passage  and  approaches  thus  stealthily  V  mur- 
mured the  Knight  of  St.  John,  in  awestruck 
accents. 

*^  We  shall  learn  anon.  Indeed,  it  doth  some- 
what startle  me  that  we  have  yet  found  no 
trace  of  this  tortuous  sub-prior,''  said  Cromwell, 
in.  an  equally  low  tone. 

"  By  the  Sepulchre  !  I  will  not  tarry  longer 
and  feel  my  blood  thus  gradually  congealing, 
when,  peradventure,  a  human  being  is  in  sore  dis- 
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tress.  Ho,  there !  Who  needs  help '?  Who 
art  thou,  approaching  thus  slowly  1  Answer 
quick,  and  on  thy  hfe !"  shouted  the  Hospitaller, 
placing  his  hand  on  his  sword. 

A  groan  deeper  and  more  piercing,  followed 
by  a  faint-toned  voice  hissing  out  mournfully 
the  words,  "  For  the  love  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  help  me  or  I  perish  \"  was  the  starthng 
response. 

"  Heaven  speed  us,  what  have  we  here  V  ex- 
claimed Cromwell. 

The  next  moment,  Dan  Launcelot  appeared, 
bearing  a  lighted  brand  and  followed  by  Ralph 
Stephen,  mine  host  of  the  '  Three  Bells,'  and  a 
sleepy-eyed  ostler. 

"  Why— how  now  1  'Tis  Brother  Theodulph !" 
cried  Dan  Launcelot,  whose  eyes  were  glaring 
fearfully  in  his  head. 

"  Ay,  by  the  mass,  'tis  he  !  And  see  his 
robe  is  all  bedyed  with  blood  1  Behold,  too,  his 
wan-worn  cheek!"  cried  Eichard  Plantagenet, 
looking  aghast  at  the  approaching  figure  of  Dan. 
Theodulph,  whose  marbled  quivering  features,  on 
which  the  death-sweat  was  standing  out,  pre- 
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sented  a  striking  contrast  to  the  burning  glow 
and  vivid  action  they  bore  so  oft  in  the  rude 
vigour  of  health  and  life. 

"  Bear  me  hence  !  Oh,  for  merc/s  sake  bear 
me  hence  !  Take  me  to  some  chamber,  where 
I  may  breathe  my  last,  for  already  is  Death's 
banner  waving  over  me,"  implored  the  sub-prior, 
in  a  low,  moaning  tone. 

"Take  thou  his  legs  in  thy  clutch,  good 
Stephen,  while  this  holy  knight  and  I  support 
his  body,''  said  Cromwell,  starting  quickly 
forward  to  the  side  of  the  wounded  friar. 

They  bore  him  carefully  out  into  the  nocturnal 
air,  the  slight  fanning  breeze  appearing  to  revive 
his  fast-speeding  life-fire.  They  carried  him  to 
the  '  Three  Bells,'  and  up  to  a  chamber  on  the 
first-floor,  where,  upon  an  ample  bed,  they  laid 
him  down,  while  his  ghastly-pallid  face  and 
nerveless  Hmbs  too  plainly  attested  a  speedy 
dissolution. 

*'  I  pray  thee.  Master  Cromwell,  as  a  favour 
to  a  dying  man,  tarry  thou  here  with  the  Knight 
of  St.  John  until  my  last  breath  be  flown.  But 
let  not  the  rest  abide  longer  in  such  a  pre- 
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sence,"  urged    the   sub-prior,   in   a  low,    weak 
voice. 

The  chamber  was  quickly  cleared  as  he 
desired,  and  none  remained  beside  him  save 
Cromwell  and  the  Hospitaller,  while  he  bethought 
himself  that  Death  should  not  carry  his  dark 
secrets  with  him,  lest  his  eternal  sleep  be  dis- 
turbed to  return  and  communicate  them. 

"  And  now  listen,  for  strength  alone  is  left  me 
to  unfold  deeds,  with  words  that  are  flapping 
their  wings  in  my  breast  for  confession,  albeit 
they  are  black  as  ravens  plunging  amid  a  field 
of  death  and  blood,"  exclaimed  the  dying 
monk. 

And  then  to  the  horror-fascinated  hearing  of 
his  companions,  he  proceeded  to  recite  shortly 
the  mazy  and  dread  secrets  of  his  past  existence. 
He  spoke  of  his  early  days  fraught  with  ruin, 
infamy,  and  death.  He  rehearsed  his  life  un- 
blest,  ever  ruled  as  it  had  been  by  Vice's  satanic 
charms,  or  Pleasure's  syren  joys,  with  all  the  illu- 
sions vain  and  false  of  years,  long  years,  ill-spent. 
He  referred  to  Fancy's  high-wrought  dreams, 
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which  had  ever  fascinated  him,  while  Passioa 
swayed  omnipotently  his  soul.  He  disclosed  the 
turbid  thoughts  of  his  latter  days,  as  on  the 
leaden  pinions  of  rocky  Time  thej  flew  by,  full  of 
monastic  gloom.  He  mentioned  no  morning- 
star  of  Hope  amid  the  past  or  in  life's  fair 
prime,  nor  did  he  breathe  a  wish  or  a  hope  in 
favour  of  Virtue's  everlasting  reign.  But  while 
the  vital  fire  was  waning  fast,  he  ended  his 
guilt-dyed  recitals  thus  : — 

"Bethink  ye  not,  that  this  confession  hath 
aught  in  it  of  the  dreamy  dotage  of  perishing 
life.  0  miserere  iiui  Deus !  If  Heaven  should 
prove  as  unforgiving  as  earth — if  Jehovah  should 
be  as  inexorable  as  man,  then  shall  I  hve  eter- 
nally in  hell's  flaming  gulf.  Oh  !  I  have  fears 
— most  torturing  fears,  that  e'en  rack  me  more 
than  my  untented  wound,  albeit  that  gnaws  like 
the  undying  worm," 

"  Thy  fears  need  be,  I  vow,  of  a  woeful  sort, 
sithence  they  are  allied  to  such  crimes  as  thine," 
remarked  Cromwell,  vrith  a  horror  that  amounted 
almost  to  loathing  of  the  dying  monk,  whose 
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visage    even  in  that  solemn  hour  still   looked 
dark,  scowling,  and  unrepentant. 

''  Oh  !  Barton — Barton,  thy  wrongs  are  now 
avenged,"  gasped  the  wretched  man,  as  he 
clasped  his  hair  wildlj  with  both  hands. 

"  Ay,  ay,  dan  monk  !  This  is  no  miscarriage 
or  negation  of  justice.  Thou  art  already  death- 
struck  !"  said  Cromwell,  witU  a  visible  shudder. 

"  Oh,  too  well  am  I  assured  on  that  point/' 
said  the  sub-prior,  almost  with  a  shriel^:,  while  he 
started   with   fear -struck   awe   at    the    other's 
ominous  words.     Then,  after  a  pause,  he  some- 
what impetuously  added,  although  he  more  than 
once   had    to   gasp    for    breath,  ''  I  hear — ay, 
plainly  discern,  the  thunders  of  iron  Justice,  the 
lightnings  of  insatiate  Vengeance  ;  yet,  ere  I  go 
hence  to  meet  and  defy  both — ere  I  suffer  for 
the  plot  and  passion  of  my  soul,  that  of  a  surety 
must  first  have  been  brooded  over  in  Acheron — 
ere  I  lapse  into  Death's  repugnant  trance,  let 
me  speak  once  in  favour  of  mercy  and  truth, 
and   then   be   silent   for   ever.      Come  hither, 
Knight  of  St.  John — nigher — even  nigher  still. 
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What  I  would  speak  to  thee,  I  desire  none  other 
should  hear." 

Cromwell  at  once  turned  on  his  heel,  and 
proceeded  to  the  far  corner  of  the  room  ;  while 
Plantagenet  approached,  and  stooping  down 
inclined  his  ear  towards  the  dying  monk,  whose 
sands  of  life  were  ebbing  fast. 

"  I  would  appease  my  conscience  with  one 
small  grace,  after  the  anguish-ridden  days  and 
vision-haunted  nights  of  years— long  years  passed/' 
hissed  forth  the  sub-prior.  "  Elizabeth  Barton 
— the  Maid  of  Kent — I  would  save." 
"  But  how  r 

"  Through  your  instrumentality.  Wilt  thou 
not  undertake  the  knightly  duty  '?"  asked  Dan 
Theodulph,  with  feverish  impatience,  amid  the 
hellish  anguish  of  his  mental  and  bodily  gnaw. 

"  I  have  no  misliking  for  such  a  task.  Con- 
trariwise, I  have,  ere  now,  self-bethought  it,  and 
would,  by  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  rescue  the  brave 
undaunted  girl  an  I  could  !"  answered  the  chival- 
rous Hospitaller. 

"  Promise  me  thou  wilt  make  the  essay,  and 
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thou  wilt  comfort  my  spirit  on  its  transit  to  the 
dim  realms  of  Hades.  Oh,  prithee,  for  the  love 
of  the  Virgin  and  all  the  blessed  saints,  promise  T' 
urged  the  sub-prior,  with  wild  impatience. 

"I  do  !  She  shall  not  die  so  dire  a  death.  I 
will  rescue  her  by  force  or  perish  in  the  attempt," 
earnestly  ejaculated  Plantagenet,  who  of  a  sud- 
den, amid  the  desertion  of  the  twin  sisters  Hope 
and  Fancy,  and  in  the  desperation  that  Misfor- 
tune— the  shrivelled  hag  of  hate — had  inspired 
in  his  soul,  resolved  on  the  Quixotic  enterprise  of 
rescuing  the  Maid  of  Kent.  The  resolution  was 
one  of  those  meteor  gleams  w^hich  impulse  casts 
across  a  generous  mind,  even  in  its  darkest  hour. 

"  'Tis  full  knightly  spoken.  But  for  my  fur- 
ther comfort  swear  it,  that  I  may  know  thou 
wilt  not  fail  in  the  essay.  Oh,  in  knightly 
candour  swear  it !"  urged  Dan  Theodulph,  wdth 
earnestness,  albeit  he  moaned  piteously  at  his 
own  bodily  pangs. 

"  I  swear  it,  by  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  or  by 
whatever  oath  thou  wilt  1"  answered  Eichard 
Plantagenet,  fervently. 
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"  'Tis  enough,"  retorted  Dan  Theodulpli,  while 
a  mingled  expression  of  triumph  and  malignity 
pervaded  the  lack-lustre  of  his  fast  marbling 
face,  as  he  bethought,  the  Maid  saved  or  not, 
that  Aveline  More  and  the  Knight  of  St.  John 
would  meet  no  more. 

"  But  see  !  Who  are  these  1 — ha ! — what  forms 
are  here,  yonder,  everywhere  1"  he  shouted 
starting  up,  and  glaring  around  with  his  rolling- 
eyes,  which,  in  their  horrid  wildness,  gave  little 
evidence  of  intellectual  hebetude.  "  Cursed  be 
this  life  that  leads  to  death.  I  am  summoned. 
See  ye  not  the  rejoicing  fiends.  Hear  ye  not 
the  flood  of  ages  surging  nigh  to  sweep  me  away, 
and  the  death  psoan  floating  triumphantly  in  the 
still  air.  Ha! — they  come — they  come  still 
nearer.  0,  Francis — thou  tool  'Tis  he — my 
murdered  brother  !  Touch  me  not — avaunt ! 
Away — away,  foul    ends  !" 

He  appeared  for  a  minute  longer  as  if  strug- 
gling violently  with  some  dread,  but  unseen 
spirit.  The  welling  blood  poured  forth  anew 
from  the  frailly  covered  wound.    At  last,  wholly 
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exhaust,  he  fell  heavily  back,  his  limbs  fluttering 
and  the  film  spreading  more  thickly  over  the 
fast -glazing  eyes.  Through  his  lips,  too,  the 
life-blood  began  to  ooze.  He  moaned  once  more, 
and  then  on  his  brow  all  grew  night. 

Let  us  quickly  draw  the  curtain  over  this 
scene  of  anguish,  guilt,  and  horror. 

Cromwell  advanced,  and  laying  a  hand  on. 
Plantagenet's  arm,  exclaimed,  in  a  low  and 
solemn  tone — 

"  Let  us  not  tarry  longer  here.  May  God 
assoil  him.  He  needs  but  now  the  white  sere- 
cloths  of  the  dead.  He  is  gone  down,  with  all 
his  amazing  guilt  still  unatoned,  to  the  long 
sabbath  of  the  tomb,  from  whence  he  will  not 
re  waken  until  the  dawn  of  the  eternal  day.  The 
undisturbed  slumbers  of  the  dead  man's  night 
are  meanwhile  his,  where  the  sting  of  conscience 
— that  avenger  of  unpunished  sin — will  not  e'en 
assail  him." 

'•'  Oh,  such  a  death  to  die,  and  for  such  a  man, 
untended,  unshrived !"  remarked  Plantagenet 
with  a  shudder,  and  then  of  a  sudden  recalling 
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his  promise,  and  perceiving  day  had  already 
dawned,  he  was  hastening  away,  when  Cromwell 
exclaimed — 

"  Whither  wend  you,  sir  knight,  in  such 
sudden  haste  V 

*'  See  you  not  the  break  of  day  glimmering  in 
yon  unclouded  sky.  Hear  ye  not,  too,  that 
warning  knell.  I  have  pledged  mine  oath  to 
yon  lifeless  clay,  and  mine  oath  111  redeem  so 
long  as  a  drop  of  blood  is  left  me  or  I  can  move 
a  muscle,"  exclaimed  the  Knight  of  St.  John, 
with  desperate  determination. 

''What  madcap  venture  hast  thou  now  in 
hand  '?  Art  thou,  of  a  troth,  tired  of  thy  Hfe  V 
said  Cromwell,  surprisedly. 

"Fairly  conjectured.  JSTot  as  trusting  or 
believing  aught  of  Hope  can  arise  for  me  amid 
the  silent  years  of  Time,  but  in  very  defiance  of 
my  hapless  destiny,  will  I  now  forth  to  save  the 
Maid  of  Kent/' 

"What!  Wilt  thou  peril  thy  safety  for  a 
damsel  so  light  of  love  V  exclaimed  Cromwell, 
in  dismay. 
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"  That  will  I,  and  without  longer  daUiance," 
answered  Plantagenet,  almost  fiercely,  as  his 
anguish  of  soul  crept  closer  round  his  vitals. 

"  A  wanton  vagrant  is  Hope,  I  well  deem  ; 
yet  rush  not  forth  so  madly  despairing.  Live 
for  happier  days  than  those  now  past,  for  better 
things  than  dying  beneath  the  onslaught  of 
a  bigoted  mob,"  urged  Cromwell,  with  genuine 
warmth. 

''Who  will  notice  me,  Master  Cromwell, 
in  the  hurly-burly  '?  None,  I  trow.  I  will  do 
this  venture,  so  God  be  my  speed,  but  imrae- 
mediately  thereafter  I  will  return  to  the  '  Three 
Bells,'  and  then,  receiving  thy  further  instruc- 
tions as  but  now  promised  me,  I  will  away  to 
other  climes  and  more  stirring  scenes,  which, 
perchance,  may  prove  a  panacea  for  an  aching 
breast  and  a  maddening  mind." 

"  Well,  sithence  thou  wilt  go,  take  such 
measures  in  thy  chivalrous  emprise  as  may 
best  ensure  success.  First  get  thee  a  horse, 
and  then  what  further  aid  thou  canst.  I  will  with 
thee  on  the  moment ;"  and  they  both  departed, 
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the  one  possessing  every  zest  wherewithal  to 
relish  life,  the  other  having  his  soul  tossed  in 
troubled  seas,  yet  going  forth  bravely,  like  a 
second  chivalric  Britomart,  to  face  danger  and 
death  on  another's  account. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

^FTER  some  further  discussion,  it  was 
arranged  that,  while  the  Knight  of  St. 
John  procured  a  steed  and  visited  Clerkemvell, 
for  the  purpose  of  taking  a  temporary  farewell 
of  the  Grand  Master,  and  then  speeded  on  to 
Smythe  Field  to  attempt  the  rescue  of  the  Maid 
of  Kent,  Cromwell  should  hurry  to  some  of  the 
chief  city  'Prentices  and  invoke  their  assistance, 
and  thereafter  proceed  by  water  to  Stepney — 
where  Plantagenet,  in  the  event  of  either  the 
success  or  failure  of  his  chivalrous  attempt,  was 
to  join  him  with  all  speed. 

"  The  vessel  on  which  I  have,  as  I  told  thee, 
secured  a  passage  for  a  royal  messenger,  lies  off 
the  village.  It  but  waits  thy  arrival  on  deck  to 
slip  its  cable,  and  then,  unfm^hng  sail,  to  cleave 
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its  way  to  another  shore,"  said  Cromwell,  as  he 
warmly  shook  his  young  companion  by  the 
hand,  while  bidding  him  God  speed  on  his 
dangerous  emprise. 

They  separated  at  once — each  to  the  per- 
formance of  his  concerted  duty.  Day  had  not 
long  dawned,  and  the  sky  was  flecked  all  over 
by  little  rosy  clouds,  the  sun  just  uprising  in  the 
far  eastern  horizon.  The  tranquillity  of  night 
and  the  fair  beauty  of  day  were  conjoined  in 
that  lovely  morning  twilight. 

Eichard  Plantagenet  hurried  on  to  Clerken- 
well,  passing  through  the  dense  crowds  who 
were  eagerly  awaiting  the  solemn  approach  of 
the  procession  and  those  rites  and  aijguries  the 
Romish  Church  had  ordained  for  the  destruction 
of  a  heretic.  In  a  short  span  he  reached  the 
Monastery  of  the  Knights  of  St.  John,  where, 
much  against  his  will,  he  was  detained  for  many 
precious  minutes  in  close  conclave  with  the 
Grand  Master,  and  in  taking  farewell  of  his 
brother  monks  and  knights.  At  last,  mounted 
upon  the  Commander's  own  charger,  the  same 
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dark  and  noble  steed  that  had  borne  him  so 
gallantly  during  the  several  passages  of  the  late 
tournay,  Plantagenet  sped  forth  through  the 
handsome  gateway — the  only  relic  of  this  one 
time  great  house  still  in  existence — and  galloped 
in  the  direction  of  the  place  of  ordeal,  to  second 
with  his  faith,  his  soul,  his  sword,  the  high-born 
impulse  of  his  mind,  while  adding  another  tablet 
to  Fame's  recording  page. 

The  cluster  of  elms  and  the  neighbouring  inn 
quickly  came  in  view.  The  crowd,  dense  and 
solemnly  still,  next  caught  his  attention.  Then 
to  his  consternation,  as  his  horse's  feet  beat 
quickl}^  on  the  soft  turf  of  the  smooth  field,  he 
beheld  a  thick  black  smoke  curling  upward, 
quickly  followed  by  lambent  flames.  Then  floated 
nigh  the  mournful  tocsin  of  death,  succeeded 
b}^  the  solemn  cnant  raised  to  departing  life. 
In  another  second  he  was  among  the  outskirts 
of  the  crowd,  yet  still  he  goaded  on  his  fiery  steed, 
who  plunged  and  reared,  yet  galloped  on, — 
as  the  multitude  fell  back  on  either  hand,  leaving 
a  passage  clear,  albeit  hemmed   in   on  either 
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hand  by  human  forms — until  he  reached  the 
circle  of  the  guards  around  the  burning  pyre. 
He  drew  his  sword,  and  still,  urging  on  his 
horse,  clove  himself  a  way.  One  who  foolhardily 
barred  it,  his  steed  charged,  and,  throwing  down 
in  a  second's  flash,  trampled  out  all  sense,  all 
life.  Another  the  good  knight's  sword  cleft  a 
fearful  chasm  in  his  skull,  while  a  third  received 
a  buffet  from  the  rescuer's  gauntleted  hand,  that 
laid  him  senseless  on  the  turf  Meanwhile,  both 
far  and  near,  a  terrific  shout  of  "  Eescue "  re- 
sounded, while  the  populace  entered  after  the 
knight  into  the  prohibited  arena,  some  to  help, 
a  few  to  bar  his  intent,  but  all  beyond  measure 
excited  and  interested.  He  dashed  on  his 
steed  with  an  impetuosity  there  was  no  opposing. 
His  own  forlorn  position  had  excited  his  great 
inborn  courage  to  such  desperate  rashness,  that, 
for  the  nonce,  he  approved  himself  another 
Hercules.  "  I'll  save  her  vet,  or  die  a  soldier's 
death,"  was  his  sole  thought,  his  firm  resolve. 
He  urged  his  horse  amid  the  smoke  and 
flame,  up  the  hot  and  burning  fagots,  up  the 
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smouldering  heated  rubbish.  He  raised  his 
sword,  and  with  one  well- measured  blow  severed 
the  thick  hempen  rope,  and,  though  blinded  by 
the  nocuous  smoke,  received  Elizabeth  Barton — 
who  discerning  him  had  quickly  noted  his  pur- 
pose— in  his  arms,  as  she  jumped  into  them 
from  her  late  woful  pedestal.  Another  second 
saw  him  free  of  flame  and  smoke,  holding  the 
Maid  of  Kent  with  his  left  arm  across  the  saddle, 
as  he  whirled  his  long  sword  swiftly  from  right 
to  left.  He  then  pressed  the  gory  spurs  against 
the  lacerated  flanks  of  his  mettlesome  steed,  who 
bounded  forward  against  the  array  of  armed 
men  quickly  brought  together  to  bar  his  retreat. 

"  Good  sir  knight,  be  wary — have  a  care/' 
whispered  one  who  suddenly  approached  him 
from  the  rear. 

The  Hospitaller,  with  his  monkish  hood  blown 
back  by  his  impetuous  onset,  cast  a  hasty  glance 
at  the  speaker,  rioting  at  once  that  he  was  the 
chief  of  the  'Prentices,  his  late  quondam  esquire. 
But  his  heart  was  now  flintily  determined,  as  free 
from  all  doubt,  all  fear,  as  it  was  lost  to  all  hope. 
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all  peace.  A  pistolette  fired  bj  a  slow  match, 
the  slug  of  which  grazed  his  cheek,  only  aroused 
more  fiercely  his  fiery  courage  and  iron  will. 

"  Bar  not  my  way,"  he  shouted,  ''  I  will  make 
it  through  an  army,  rather  than  suffer  your 
bloodthirsty  malice  to  prevail." 

"  To  the  shame  of  the  holy  cross,  yon  knight, 
who  is  a  priest  of  St.  John,  would  rescue  this 
heretic  to  make  her  his  courtezan.  Stand  firm, 
soldiers  of  the  cross,"  exclaimed  the  ruthless 
Bonner,  who  had  thrown  himself  into  the  midst 
of  the  opposing  throng. 

"  Whoever  bars  my  road,  or  approaches 
within  my  sword's  length,  shall  taste  its  edge," 
retorted  Plantagenet,  fiercely.  "Now,  by  our 
Lady's  tears  at  the  cross,  I  have  not  fought  in 
the  lists  or  on  the  battle's  plain,  foot  to  foot, 
blood  for  blood,  life  for  Hfe,  to  be  fooled  thus,  or 
turned  from  my  course,  by  even  a  churchman's 
frock.  So  get  thee  gone,  reverend  father,  lest  I 
do  thee  an  injury  against  my  will." 

Brave  heart !  He  plunged  amid  his  numerous 
foes,  now  striking  out  with  his  formidable  sword, 
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dealing  death  and  injury  to  all  who  came  within 
his  reach,  then  promptly  guarding  some  thrust 
made  at  her  he  sought  so  gallantly  to  rescue. 
His  sudden  and  determined  onslaught  had  pro- 
duced a  scene  of  confusion  and  dismay,  which 
more  effectually  counteracted  all  attempts  at 
recapture  than  a  more  powerful  resistance  might 
have  done.  For  thouoh  he  was  the  aim  of  a 
hundred  flashing  weapons  and  infuriated  men, 
yet  the  bHnd  eagerness  with  which  they  sought 
to  wreak  their  cruel  thirst  and  destroy  him,  not 
only  impeded  their  movements,  but  caused  the 
infliction  of  severe  wounds  on  some  of  their  own 
party. 

He  had  just  reached  the  outer  edge  of  the 
military  phalanx,  when  a  sudden  and  uproarious 
shout  of  "  Clubs,  clubs  !"  was  heard,  as  a  large 
body  of  the  city  'Prentices  rushed  impetuously 
through  the  crowd  and  quickly  dispersed  the 
small  band  of  soldiers.  Plantagenet  delayed  not 
a  moment ;  he  gave  rein  and  set  spur  to  his 
noble  steed ;  while  the  crowd,  vociferously  cheer- 
ing, opened  to  let  him  through,  and  then  closed 
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in  after  Mm,  most  effectually  cutting  of! 
pursuit. 

Keeping  to  the  open  country,  the  Hospitaller, 
after  passing  down  '  Little  Brittaine '  and  by 

*  Barbican  Cross/  traversed  the  pleasant  fields  of 
Finsburie,  the  rustic  village  of  Shoreditch,  and 
the  famous  '  Spital  Fyeld '  beyond.   Then  leaving 

*  The  Barns '  and  the  '  Tower  Fortress  '  to  his 
right  he  inclined  to  the  river. 

Meanwhile  the  Maid  of  Kent  had  remained 
for  some  minutes  spell-bound  to  silence.  She 
could  scarce  beheve  in  her  wondrous  salvation. 
She  ventured  not  even  to  hope  it.  To  be  saved 
by  Mm,  to  be  enthroned  in  Ms  arms,  to  be 
pressed  against  Ms  breast,  appeared  to  her 
tempest-tossed  soul  hke  a  flood  of  heavenly 
light  on  a  billowy  sea.  That  fairy  witchery,  that 
magic  chord  which  the  presence  and  the  touch  of 
the  loved  one  always  excite,  held  her  in  a  species 
of  silent  enchantment.  As  torchhght  fires  a 
sparry  cavern,  so  Love  would  have  rendered 
supremely  gorgeous  the  accumulated  treasures  of 
her  soul,  could  it  only  have  had  full  play.     But 
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for  the  moment  she  Tvas  well-nigh  delirious  with 
her  sudden  escape  and  new-found  joy.  The 
electric  eifect  of  a  thousand  condensed  associa- 
tions, all  glowing,  bright  and  glorious — a  full 
draught  from  imagination's  boiling  cauldron, 
subdued  and  overpowered  her.  The  spell  of  an 
eloquence  not  of  eartli  seemed  to  breathe  in  the 
bright  atmosphere  of  the  sunny  morn.  What 
brilliant  hopes,  for  the  nonce,  flashed  around 
her  like  the  meteors  of  a  beauteous  but  uncalm 
sky,  albeit  they  sank  well-nigh  as  soon  as  they 
had  arisen. 

Richard  Plantagenet,  after  returning  very 
fervent  thanks  to  the  Holy  Virgin  for  his 
preservation  and  success,  exclaimed,  "  Come, 
cheer  thee,  noble  spirit.  Thou  art  delivered 
from  the  fiery  claws  of  thine  enemies,  and  have 
nought  more  to  fear  from  him  who  wrought  this 
wrong  on  thee." 

"  Ha ! — what  mean  you  1  Thou  little  know- 
est  Dan  Theodulph,  if  thou  deemest  his  blood- 
hound instinct  can  be  turned  aside.  He  will 
worry  me  yet  from  earth  to  the  interminable 

p2 


340  BLACKFKIARS  ; 

realms  of  Eternity/'  she  answered,  with  a  spas- 
modic shudder. 

"  Fear  him  no  more — he  is  gone  whence  he  will 
never  return  till  the  great  day,  and  then  only  to 
appear  for  you  to  testify  against  him,"  answered 
Plantagenet,  who  then  proceeded  to  recite  shortly 
the  death  of  the  sub-prior.  ^ 

"  Well,  he  is  gone — he  is  gone,  and  before  me. 
'Tis  surely  a  judgment  of  Heaven.  He  once 
used  the  strange  magic  of  my  girlish  fancy  to 
make  me  half  what  I  am,  and  wholly  what  he 
was,''  she  answered,  after  a  few  seconds  of  deep, 
intense  thought. 

"But  we  are  now  at  our  journey's  end, 
Mistress  Barton.  I  go  to  another  land  to  lead 
another  life.  Whither  wend  you  with  yours  T 
said  the  Knight  of  St.  John,  as,  after  passing  the 
picturesque  church,  he  reached  the  cluster  of 
cottages  forming  the  riverside  village  of  Stepney. 

Here,  before  a  small  hostel,  he  drew  rein,  and, 
dismounting,  received  the  warm  congratulations 
of  Cromwell,  who  came  forth  to  meet  him. 

"  We  have  no  time  to  dally  now.    I  will  learn 
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the  particulars  of  her  escape  from  ]\[istress 
Barton,  Tvhom  I  urge  to  abide  in  this  harbour- 
age my  return,"  said  Cromwell,  drawing  Planta- 
genet  towards  the  wooden  landing  stairs. 

*'  'Tis  well,  dear  knight,  thou  goest  from  this 
land  for  a  while.  'Twas  not  well  that  thy  manly 
and  unsulhed  youth  should  be  continually  ex- 
cited and  debased  in  the  presence  or  at  the  beck 
of  the  dissolute  Henry.  But  thou  goest  to 
enjoy  the  sweetest  fruits  of  earth's  most  luscious 
bliss,  and  I  can  do  nought  but  envy  evermore 
the  bright  being  who  shall  share  it  with  thee," 
said  the  Maid  of  Kent,  in  a  warm  but  sorrowful 
tone. 

"  Alas  !  You  know  not  the  evils  that  have 
chanced.  I  depart  alone,  and  methinks  no 
traveller  ever  left  these  shores  more  lone,  more 
hopeless,  than  I — a  fate-forced  exile  from  my 
native  land,"  answered  Plantagenet,  with  a  pain- 
fully throbbing  heart. 

The  Maid  of  Kent  looked  eagerly  and  anxiously 
from  Cromwell  to  the  Hospitaller,  and  was  about 
again  to  speak,  but  on  a  sign  of  pecuHar  sig- 
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nificaiice  from  the  former  she  desisted.  She, 
however,  suddenly  started  forward,  and  before 
Plantagenet  could  prevent  her,  even  if  he  had 
felt  so  disposed,  held  him  fast  chained  in  a  glow- 
ing, albeit  piteous  embrace.  Her  whole  soul, 
fraught  with  its  magic  fire,  seemed  to  exhaust 
itself  in  that  one  long  passionate  display. 

When  she  released  him,  Cromwell  dragged  the 
knight  away  down  tlie  steps  and  into  a  wherry 
already  awaiting  them.  They  were  quickly  pulled 
away  from  the  shore,  and  as  Plantagenet,  with 
many  a  repining  in  his  generous  soul  for  the  brave, 
true-hearted,  but  doomed  girl — who  had  nothing 
left  to  brighten  the  awful  wings  of  futurity — 
looked  back,  he  beheld  her  standing  fixedly,  with 
her  hands  clasped  and  her  beautiful  head  bowed 
down,  a  faithfully  represented  statue  of  woe- 
begone life. 

Some  years  and  many  changes  intervened  ere 
they  met  again. 
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CHAPTER    XVIII. 

C|e  ITusi-gRiim  fife/ 

^^T  CRY  you  mercy,  noble  knight,  but  thy 
last  exploit  hath,  most  certes,  outriyalled 
all  thy  earlier  ones,"  said  Cromwell,  as  they 
were  quickly  pulled  down  the  river  towards  a 
vessel  lying  off  in  mid-channel. 

"  It  is  churlish  in  me  to  be  thus  distraught  to 
silence  and  inactivity,  when  I  have  so  much  to 
thank  thee  for,  ]\raster  Cromwell.  I  will  try  and 
give  thee  reparation,  though  it  be  only  doled 
out  by  stealth,"  replied  the  Knight  of  St.  John, 
with  a  determined  effort.  "  I  have  saved  ^listress 
Barton,  Jesu  and  our  Lady  be  praised,  albeit 
who  would  not,  on  beholding  so  noble  a  lady 
suffering  such  unknown  tortures  so  grandly — 
left,  too,  alone  without  friend  or  comfort  like  a 
deserted  Una." 
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"The  atoms  of  Epicurus,  I  trow,  came  far 
more  fortuitously  together  than  thy  brave  heart 
and  iron  arm  between  the  Maid  and  her  doom. 
Thou  wilt  ever  have  her  prayers  appearing  in 
blessings  to  thee,  albeit  in  some  remoteness, 
wherever  in  future  thy  destiny  is  cast.  'Twas  a 
knightly  deed,  right  knightly  done !"  said 
Cromwell,  earnestly. 

"  Thy  praise  is  no  slight  meed  for  an  act  so 
ordinary  in  one  of  my  profession,"  answered  the 
Hospitaller.  '*But  I  much  fear  me,  Master 
Cromwell,  that  even  the  earnest  outpourings  of 
such  a  soul  as  Mistress  Barton  s  will  scarce  make 
my  future  pathway  less  bleak  and  desolate  than 
the  arid  summits  of  the  Thracian  hills." 

"  Thou  art  no  follower  of  Behal  or  Moloch, 
and  yet  methinks  the  enthusiast  Fancy  should 
arouse  in  your  heart  a  song  of  Hope  as  tuneful 
as  the  lays  once  strung  on  Jesse's  long  lost 
harp,"  retorted  the  sympathizing  statesman,  with 
a  peculiar  smile. 

"  I  have  learnt  too  much  to  trust  too  long.  I 
have — afloat    on  life's   rapid    stream — already 
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learnt  not  a  few  of  the  awful  secrets  of  Fate's 
dread  charnel,  and  have  felt  as  well  as  witnessed 
the  doom  of  ruin  and  destruction.  Can  Hope 
Peace,  or  Joy,  think  you,  blossom  in  the  Slough 
of  Despond  ?"  questioned  Plantagenet,  with  fever- 
ish impatience. 

"  I  am,  good  sir  knight,  well  minded  that  most 
earthly  joys  are  mere  morning  mists.  But, 
natheless,  it  hath  been  well  seen,  from  the  time 
of  the  first  man  in  the  infancy  of  years,  until 
the  present  hour,  that  amid  the  endless  mutations 
of  Life  and  Nature,  though  one  joy  be  dispelled 
another  instantly  arises,  and  so  they  roll  on  in 
infinite  succession.  But  here  we  are.  Will  it 
please  you  to  mount  T'  said  Cromwell,  as  at  the 
moment  their  boat  touched  the  sides  of  the  ship 
beneath  the  gangway. 

They  quickly  ascended  to  the  deck,  whereon 
all  appeared  in  readiness  to  set  sail  and  steer 
away.  A  few  of  the  crew  were  bustling  about, 
engaged  in  making  the  final  preparations.  Beside 
them  and  the  captain,  there  were  none  else  in 
sight.     While  Cromwell  was  engaged  with  the 
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skipper  in  a  muttered  confabulation,  Plantagenet 
moved  forward,  and  gazed  down  the  long  reach 
of  the  ghsteniiig  river,  wiiich  lay  stretched  out 
in  advance. 

The  blessed  w^armth  of  meridian  day  was 
glowing  lustrously  over  the  whole  river  and 
surroundings,  over  the  crisping  wavelets  and 
the  ferny  banks  ;  while  a  delicious  breeze,  like 
the  breath  of  volant  angels,  murmured  gently 
amid  the  leafy  groves  and  glossy  herbage  of 
the  bordering  shores. 

Thoughts,  like  waves  that  glide  by  night,  are 
stillest  when  they  shine,  and,  lost  as  he  was  in 
his  dismal  reverie,  Plantagenet  stood  for  a  while 
in  form  and  face  w^ithout  movement  of  any 
kind.  But  as  he  mused  on  his  blighted  hopes 
and  blasted  prospects ;  on  his  beauteous  but 
faithless  love,  w^ho  had,  all  seemingly,  so  soon 
foro'otten  her  ardent  vows  to  him  ;  on  his  being 
henceforth,  beneath  a  cruel  fate's  decree,  a  heart- 
sick weary  wanderer  from  his  native  land,  the 
young  knight  groaned  aloud  in  the  agony  of  his 
soul.     He  wreathed  his  hands  among  his  heavy 
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dark-brown  hair,  and  bowed  his  fevered  head 
upon  them.  Those  sweets  of  hfe  and  nature 
which  never  satiate,  once  so  promisingly  budding 
in  his  hfe-path,  were  never  to  be  his.  Immured 
in  sullen  woe,  seeking  either  some  marbled 
solitude,  or  some  fierce  wars  excitement,  he 
must  fight  out  the  battle  of  life  alone,  alike  with- 
out hope  as  without  fear.  Amid  the  jDale  blush 
of  morn,  or  w^hen  the  earth  was  mantled  by  the 
sleepy  sunshine  of  noontide,  or  beneath  the 
dewy  beams  of  pale  Cynthia,  no  seraphic  strains 
would  henceforth  fire  his  soul,  no  fervent  hopes, 
no  ambitious  longings  evermore  fill  his  heart 
with  golden  dreams. 

He  heard  not  the  bustle  and  excitement 
attendant  upon  some  fresh  arrival,  the  sounds 
of  voices,  the  trampling  of  feet,  or  the  crashing 
down  of  trunk-mails,  full  of  apparel  or  merchan- 
dize. In  his  own  deep,  unenviable  concernment 
he  was  w^holly  engrossed,  and  woke  not  from  it 
until  he  was  startled  by  hearing  breathed  forth 
beside  him  a  deep-drawn  sigh,  that  sounded 
to  his  aching  senses  like  the  iEolian  murmurs  of 
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the  evening  Zeplijr.  He  looked  around  quickly, 
and  beheld  standing  beside  him  a  form  and 
face  most  passing  lovely,  albeit  closely  cloaked 
and  veiled.  He  started  back  with  a  gush,  hke 
a  phoenix  flame,  through  his  heart.  He  felt, 
yet  dared  not  own,  he  gazed  upon  his  own  sweet 
love,  and  beheld  again  the  Hquid  lustre  of  her 
glorious  eyes.  He  could  not  speak,  all  power 
of  utterance  in  that  mystic  moment  had  fled. 
He  still  suspected  her  love,  still  thought  her 
another's,  still  believed  hers  a  traitorous  heart. 

The  gentle  disturber  of  his  dismal  solitude 
and  dark  thoughts  remained,  in  hke  manner,  for 
several  seconds  spell-bound  to  silence  and  in- 
activity. She  beheld  face  to  face,  for  the  first 
time,  the  glory  of  her  soul.  The  long-coveted, 
lonff-dreaded  moment  had  come  at  last.  Her 
cheeks  flushed  deeply  as  she  raised  her  veil, 
and  fixed  her  beautiful  eyes  on  one  whom,  loving 
so  long  and  so  fervently,  she  had  never  seen 
before,  standing  forth,  too,  in  all  the  glories  of 
young  manhood — never  imaged,  ere  then,  save 
in  those  fanciful  and  dreamy  vagaries  of  vision- 


OR,  THE    MONKS   OF   OLD.  349 

less  sight.  Her  gaze  was  indeed  so  wild,  so 
intense,  so  searching,  as  to  create  surprise  in 
the  young  knight,  and  arouse  him  from  the 
perturbing  feelings  her  sudden  appearance  had 
first  excited.  At  last  their  eyes  sought  each 
other's,  and  met  in  an  electric  shock;  and  in 
that  trance  there  was  nought  but  rapturous 
thoughts,  and  the  warmest  feehngs,  purged,  too, 
from  earthly  dross. 

''Plantagenet!" 

"Aveline!" 

How  shall  we  describe  the  scene  1  Every 
transition  of  such  an  one  is  electrical !  The 
heart's  lightning  flashes  too  quick  through  the 
halcyon  storm-gust  for  pen  to  follow.  She 
quickly  recited  all  the  betraying  signs  of  her 
want  of  faith,  the  fabricated  tales  and  awful 
denunciations  of  Dan  Theodulph,  her  belief  at 
last  in  her  lover's  falsity,  her  presence  at  the 
tournay,  her  flight  from  the  convent,  her  rescue 
by  her  father,  her  mock  appearance  in  the 
church,  when  the  Maid  of  Kent  so  nobly  stood 
between  her  and  an  enforced  marriage,  and  herself 
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became  the  wedded  bride  and  hapless  wife,  and 
all  the  other  hundred  and  one  causes  of  word  and 
deed  which  had  created  and  widened  the  chasm 
in  their  love.  He,  too,  responded  clearly  and 
quickly ;  while,  with  an  enchanter's  wand,  the 
mists  which  had  gathered  over  her  heart-faith  in 
his  fealty  were  at  once  and  for  ever  dispersed. 

"  0  Sancta  Maria  I  Often  have  I  thought  it 
a  thing  beyond  my  dreams  that  thou  shouldst 
behold  me  again,  and  love  me  still !"  she  ex- 
claimed with  passionate  fervour. 

Love  could  not  doubt  the  tone,  the  breath  of 
the  loved  one;  so,  amid  a  gleam  of  rapture, 
while  his  soul  seemed  to  burst  its  thrall,  and 
revel  in  joy  immortal,  he  responded  with  equal 
ardour,  "  And  thou,  0  rapture  !  The  time  passed, 
which  hath  but  ripened  thy  bloom,  hath  taught 
me  more  deeply  to  know  thy  unequalled  worth." 

"Out  of  thy  presence  there  were  none  for 
me  in  Heaven  or  earth,"  responded  Aveline, 
rushing  to  his  opening  arms ;  and  while  her  new 
found  joy  cinctured  her  lovely  form,  making  it 
appear,   in   the   eyes   of  her  entranced  lover, 
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humanity's  masterpiece   of  beauty,  she  buried 
her  glowing  face  on  his  broad,  protecting  breast. 

"Methought  that  where  I  loved  I  might 
venture  to  challenge  all  mankind  in  rivalry,  and 
it  beseems  I  thought  not  amiss,"  he  with  thril- 
ling fervour  breathed  into  her  rejoicing  ears. 

"  And  did  not  so  glorious  a  soul  as  that  of 
the  Maid  of  Kent's  awake  an  echo  from  its  own 
breathings  in  thine  f  she  querily  asked. 

"I  will  swear  to  thee,  my  Aveline,  by  any 
oath  which  to  break  were  perdition,  that  I  have 
loved  but  once  and  thee  !"  he  eagerly  answered. 

"  I  am  content.  Living  or  dead  thy  doom 
shall  henceforth  be  mine.  If  thou  perisheth, 
then  both  are  dead,"  she  answered,  her  melted 
soul  suffusing  her  beauteous  eyes. 

"  Heed  not  the  past.  What  hour  of  revel  like 
this,  when,  thy  hand  thus  in  mine,  thy  dear  head 
thus  upon  my  bosom,  we  at  once  resolve  to 
forget  the  sorrows  we  have  known,  and  enjoy 
henceforth  the  triumphs  we  will  share.  We 
will  be  all  to  one  another  that  life  can  be  to 
either.    Our  world,  my  sweet  Avehne,  shall  be  all 
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we  can  grasp  of  each  other  within  our  loving 
arms." 

The  transports  of  their  hearts  rose  hke  the 
waves,  and  glowed  like  the  gorgeous  west  of 
departing  day.  They  were  only  aroused  from 
their  spell-bound  trance,  when  Cromwell  ap- 
proached with  Sir  Thomas  More,  who  together 
had  concocted  this  well  laid  counterplot,  and 
had  thus  successfully  carried  it  into  execution. 

^^  I  bid  thee,  good  sir  knight,  in  all  hearti- 
ness and  good  fellowship,  farewell.  Thou  goest 
now  with  thy  lovely  bride  to  other  lands  and 
other  intercourse,  bethink  thee  ever  and  anon, 
amid  thy  sweet  content,  of  thy  absent  friend, 
one  Thomas  Cromwell,  and  remember  him  in 
your  prayers,"  said  the  true-hearted  statesman 
as  he  shook  Plantagenet  warmly  by  the  hand. 

They  separated  ;  but  the  chivalrous  Knight  of 
St.  John  never  forgot  his  staunch  friend  and 
adviser,  during  the  years  that  intervened  ere 
they  again  met. 

Sir  Thomas  More,  proceeding  on  a  political 
mission,  sailed  with  the  young  pair  to  Ostend — 
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whither,  across  the  watery  plain  of  ocean,  the 
eternal  breeze  of  Eden  appeared  to  fill  the 
snowy  sails  and  propel  the  swift  barque — and 
whither  arrived,  he  witnessed  their  Heaven- 
ordained  bridality,  and  then,  with  many  a 
fervent  blessing,  left  them  to  follow  out  their 
future  diamond-hewn  path  of  existence. 

We  will  not  follow,  at  least  in  the  present 
w^ork,  the  course  of  their  connubial  love,  or  the 
further  progress  of  our  other  characters.  Sufnce 
it  to  say  that  the  young  and  lovely  bride 
built  as  magnificent  a  structure  of  Hope  and 
Happiness  as  ever  enamoured  fairy  might  be 
supposed  to  have  raised  for  another  Aladdin, 
wherein  love  and  joy  alone  were  evermore  to 
dwell.  On  the  chosen  of  her  soul,  she  ever 
lavished  all  the  charms  of  her  vivacity,  her  roseate 
smiles,  her  sunny  glances,  and  her  brilHant 
thoughts.  She  sung  with  lute  or  mandolin,  he 
'  accompanying.  She  played,  she  rattled  away 
with  an  unceasing  gaiety  and  vivacity  which 
seemed  to  flow^from  an  inexhaustible  fount  in 
her  young,  impassioned  soul.     Their  life,  their 
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after-life,  was  a  species  of  paradise — a  delicious 
dream  of  perfect  happiness  fulfilled.  The  Lord 
of  Hosts  protected  them.  The  Holy  One 
granted  them,  even  on  earth,  a  foretaste  of  the 
changeless  joy  of  the  Celestial  Eeign. 
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PART    I. 

'THE  MONKS   OF  OLD.' 


SECTION  I. 
lEntraUuttion. 

When  our  readers  consider  how  notable  was  the  fundamental 
character  of  the  many  great  and  beneficent  monastic  estabhshments 
in  this  country,  how  vast  was  their  action,  how  immense  the  benefits 
they  unitedly  bestowed,  and  how  deep  the  ingratitude  which  at  last 
annihilated  them,  it  will  not,  we  trust,  be.  thought  a  work  of  supere- 
rogation, our  completing  the  chronicle  by  appending  the  following 
analytical  account  of  '  the  Monks  of  Old,'  and  of  their  homes  within 
the  metropolitan  district.  When  the  impartial  reader  reflects  that 
the  position  in  the  social  and  political  world,  at  one  time  occupied  by 
the  great  Benedictine  order,  was  that  of  one  of  the  greatest  institu- 
tions in  Christendom,  he  will  not  think  a  few  particulars  relating  to 
'  the  Monks  of  Old,'  analytically  compiled,  altogether  out  of  place, 
or  wholly  objectless  in  bringing  to  a  close  such  a  work  as  the 
foregoing. 

The  subject  embraces  too  vast  a  field  to  launch  into  anything  like 
profuseness  ;  for  it  is  one  that  belongs  not  only  to  the  past,  but  to 
the  present,  and  all  time  yet  untold.  The  Hnks  by  which  it  is 
connected  with  history,  remote  in  the  future,  or  far  distant  in  the 
past,  are  numerous  and  manifest.  When  we  look  at  ancient  maps, 
revealiag  the  England  of  other  ages,  the  eye  encounters  in  every 
county,  in  every  locality,  the  names  of  Hermitages,  Chapter-houses, 
priories.  Convents,  and  Abbeys,  that  were  at  one  time  so  many  monastic 
colonies,  and  which  have  since  bequeathed  titles  to  buildings,  dis- 
tricts, and  even  towns — a  lasting  legacy  of  their  one-time  fruitful 
existence — combined  in  many  instances  with  some  more  substantial 
evidences  in  the  form  of  picturesque  and  graceful  ruins — the  ivy- 
covered  chroniclers  of  ages  flown,  the  dust  and  ashes  of  a  glorious 
feudalism. 

We,  therefore,  very  respectfully  invite  our  readers  to  this  diminu- 
tive historical  feast,  and  bid  them,  in  the  words  of  St.  John  Chrysos- 
tom — "  Come  and  see  the  tents  of  the  Soldiers  of  Christ,  come  and 
see  their  order  of  battle ;  they  fight  every  day,  and  every  day  they 
defeat  and  immolate  the  passions  which  assail  us." 
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SECTION  n. 
^I;eir  Bisc  anK  progress. 

Of  the  first  LiTtli  of  Monasticism  it  is  not  easy  to  speak  with  acen- 
racy.  It  is  however  well  authenticated  that  among  the  ancient  Dmids 
large  collegiate  institutions  existed  "before  the  time  when,  on  Stone- 
henge,  '  Solemn  Dmids  hymn'd  unwritten  rhjTne.'  A  society, 
styling  themselves  '  Asceticks,'  was  formed  as  early  as  the  second 
century,  who  were  fired  with  the  ill-judged  ambition  of  imitating  the 
heathen  philosophers.*  Nest  in  succession,  it  would  appear,  arose 
the  societies  of  Platonists  and  Pythagoreans,  all  seeking  the  intel- 
lectual luxury  which  was  cultivated  by  elegant  retirement.  The 
Crusades,  it  has  been  urged,  were  rehgious  associations  organized 
for  martial  pilgrimages  on  an  enormous  scale.  The  introduction, 
however,  of  !5Ionachism  into  England  is  with  somewhat  more  certainty 
ascribed  to  the  fourth  century,  when  the  Egyptian  Eule,  according 
to  the  Institutes  of  Pachomius,  was  professed.  The  first  Anglo-Saxon 
Monasteries,  however,  were  merely  convents  of  secular  clerks,  which, 
like  those  seattei'ed  over  the  rest  of  the  wide  world,  obeyed  no  uniform 
code  of  rules,  but  adopted  methods  of  Kving  and  working  self-pre- 
scribed. This  mobilized  style  of  organization  continued  until  the 
ninth  century,  when  general  rules  for  their  future  government  were 
ordained  by  the  head  establishments  of  the  several  orders,  and  when, 
too,  for  the  first  time,  cloisters  were  introduced  into  theiJ-  dwellings, 
and  became  the  most  favourite  resorts  of  the  thoughtful  recluse. 

Austere  principles  as  to  the  obligations  of  evangelical  poverty 
were  inculcated  by  the  numerous  sectaries  of  that  early  age,  and 
were,  we  are  assured,!  eagerly  received  by  the  people,  previously  much 
ahenated  from  an  established  hierarchy.  No  means  appeared  so 
efiicacious  to  cotmteract  the  evils  weighing  upon  them,  as  the  insti- 
tution of  religious  societies,  strictly  debarred  from  the  insidious 
temptations  of  wealth.  To  carry  into  effect  this  principle,  the  great 
Mendicant  Orders  had  been  some  time  previously  founded  throughout 
the  continent,  who  were  incapable,  by  the  rules  of  their  foundations,  of 
possessing  real  property,  and  who  were  for  the  most  part  main- 
tained by  alms  and  devout  remunerations.  Their  distinctive  precept 
was — 'Siihleca/inem  pauperis  sit  ahsiineniia  jejiinantis,"  or  the  absti- 
nence of  him  that  fasts  ought  to  be  a  rehef  for  the  poor.  Of  these — 
as  we  have  in  the  induction  to  this  work  already  shovm — the  two 
most  celebrated  and  popular  were  those  formed  by  St.  Dominic  and 
St.  Francis  of  Assisa,  both  subsequently  established  by  the  authority 
of  Pope  Honoiius  the  Third,  in  1216  and  1223. 

These  latter  orders  were  those  which,  after  the  induction  of 
Monachism  into  this  country,  became  the  most  popular,  the  most 
powerftd,  and  most  familiarly  known  in  the  metropohs  and  elsewhere, 
as  the  Black  Friars  and  the  Grey  Friars. 

The  veneration  once  so  generally  exhibited  for  these  religious  insti- 

*  Fosbrooke's  '  British  Monachism.'        f  Hallam's  '  Middle  Ages,*  vol.  ii.  p.  5. 
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tntions  must  liave  been  most  reasonably  enbaneed  wbat  time  tbey  were 
looked  upon  as  Sanctuaries  ;  as  green  spots  of  peace  and  shelter  amid 
a  wilderness  of  tyranny,  wrong,  and  desolating  violence ;  as  havens 
of  refuge  for  the  persecuted  and  enfeebled.  These  advantages  formed 
certainly  their  fairest  attractions  and  strongest  recomm.endation8 
with  the  Eughsh  people  in  those  primitive  days. 

The  rehgious  orders  may  be  fairly  classed  under  the  four  following 
principal  categories  : — 

First. — The  Monks,  properly  so  called,  who  comprised  the  orders 
of  St.  Basil  and  St.  Benedict,  with  all  their  branches,  the  Cluny,  the 
Carmadules,  the  Chartreux,  the  Cistercians,  the  Celestines,  the 
Fontevrault,  and  the  Grandmont,  all  anterior  to  the  thirteenth 
century. 

Second.  — The  regular  canons,  who  followed  the  rule  of  St.  Augus- 
tine, and  who  neither  gained  great  distinction  nor  rendered  eminent 
services,  but  to  whom,  notwithstanding,  were  attracted  two  illustrious 
orders,  namely,  that  of  Premontre  and  that  of  La  Merci,  for  the 
redemption  of  captives. 

Third. — The  brothers  {Fratri),  or  religious  mendicants,  who  com- 
prehended the  Dominicans,  the  Franciscans — with  all  their  branches 
of  Conventuals,  Observantins,  R^collets,  and  Capucins — the  Carmel- 
ites, the  Augustines,  the  Servites,  the  Minimes,  and  generally  all  the 
orders  organised  between  the  thirteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries. 

Fourth. — The  Regular  Clerks,  a  sect  comprising  exclusively  the 
orders  created  since  the  sixteenth  century,  such  as  those  of  the 
Jesuits,  the  Theatins,  the  Bamabites,  &c. 

The  Lazarists,  the  Oratorians,  the  Eudistes,  were  merely  sects  like 
the  Sulpiciens,  who  were  only  secular  priests  united  in  a  congregation. 


SECTION  III. 
'^\)tix  JWanncrs  antr  Customs. 

The  grand  doctrine  practised  in  their  most  remote  ancientry  by 
*  the  Monks  of  Old,'  was— 'the  extenuation  of  the  sluggish  body  by 
Hunger,  Thirst,  and  other  Mortifications.'  The  great  ruling  principle 
among  them  in  times  less  remote,  was  that  '  Purity  of  mind  and 
body  are  presumed  to  result  through  insulation  from  the  world,  and 
through  humility  and  abstinence.'  Self-command  and  cheerfulness 
were  deemed  easy  acquisitions.  The  profession  of  Monachism  was, 
however,  considered  by  aU  sects,  and  aU  grades,  as  a  kind  of  second 
baptism.  We  can  readily  understand  that  such  precepts  as  these 
,  recommended  the  monkish  system  very  strongly  to  the  Anglo-Saxons, 
among  whom  it  is  well  known  that  Virtue  consisted  in  abstinence  from 
Gluttony  and  Pleasure. 

In  the  infancy  of  jSIonachism,  the  diet  of  the  monks  was  of  the 
simplest  kind,  consisting  of  bread,  pulse  and  herbs,  accompanied  by 
water,  and  sometimes  milk,  but  never  wine.  Their  dress,  too,  was 
then  in  keeping  with  their  simple  habits.  Many  clothed  themselves 
with  bristles  of  camels,  while  softer  garments  were  considered  a 
criminal  acquisition.      They  seldom  left  their  cells   in  those    days 
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unless  to  assemble  in  tlie  cliurcli  for  prayer,  or  for  manual  labour. 
All  things  then,  too,  were  held  in  common  between  them.  These 
ancient  monks  worked  very  hard  in  the  early  arts,  in  manufactures, 
and  even  in  road-maVing.*  Their  education  consisted  of  psalmody, 
music,  accounts,  grammar,  writing,  turning,  and  carpentry.  Subse- 
quently, every  known  art  and  labour  was  practised  in  monasteries. 

In  its  ancientry,  Monachism  was  also  upheld  by  women,  being  in 
many  recorded  instances  sought  by  them  as  a  refage,  long  before 
convents  for  nuns  were  instituted.  They,  of  course,  fled  to  these 
havens  in  male  attire,  and  as  one  among  many  at  hand,  we  beg  to 
quote  the  following  example  : — The  legend  of  St.  Margaret  says  that 
— '  soon  after  marriage  she  kept  her  from  the  companye  of  her 
husbonde,  and  at  midnight  she  commended  her  to  God,  and  cut  off 
her  hayre,  and  cladde  her  in  the  habyte  of  a  man,  and  fledde  fro 
thens  to  a  monastery  of  monkes.'f 

In  later  times  the  duties  of  the  monks  resolved  themselves  into 
the  following  general  code.  They  were  to  pray  and  weep  for  their 
faults,  to  subdue  their  flesh,  to  watch  and  abstain  from  pleasures  ;  to 
bridle  their  tongues  and  shut  their  ears  from  vanities  ;  to  guard  their 
eyes  and  keep  their  feet  from  wandering  ;  to  labour  with  their  hands, 
exult  with  their  lips  and  rejoice  at  heart  in  the  praises  of  God;  to 
bare  the  head,  bow  down  and  bend  the  knees  at  the  feet  of  the 
crucifix  ;  to  obey  readily,  never  contradicting  their  superiors ;  to 
serve  willingly,  and  assist  speedily  the  sick  brethren ;  to  throw  off 
the  cares  of  the  world,  and  attend  to  celestial  concerns  with  their 
utmost  endeavours ;  and  not  to  be  overcome  by  the  arts  of  Satan, 
but  to  do  everything  vdth  prudence.  :|: 

Silence  was  one  of  the  principally  enforced  characteristics  of  a 
monk,  for  its  observance  was  supposed  to  prevent  a  multitude  of 
sins ;  and,  therefore,  it  was  only  at  certain  intervals,  and  in  certain 
privileged  places  conversation  was  permitted.  Their  eyes,  too,  after 
the  custom  of  the  Pharisees,  were  generally  fixed  on  the  ground, 
while  their  heads  were  bent  lowly  downwards.  They,  therefore, 
were  enforced  to  do  by  signs  what  words  would  othervdse  have 
accompHshed ;  and  these  signs  were  organized  after  a  weU-constructed 
rule,  and  were  taught  to  the  novices  like  the  alphabet.  But  even 
signs  were  forbidden,  when  at  certain  seasons  silence  was  strictly 
enjoined;  for,  translating  from  the  MonitaMoralia  of  Nizell  de  Wireker, 
we  find  the  lines  : — 

"As  statues  still  if  ordered  so,  abide, 
Nor  seek  by  signs  the  speech  that  is  denied." 

The  rule  of  duties  for  daily  observance  were  apportioned  as 
follows  : — The  hour  of  rising  proclaimed  by  the  dormitory  beU  was, 
on  week-days,  at  2  a.m.  ;  and  on  Sundays  or  festivals,  at  1  A.M. 
The  monks,  immediately  thereafter,  proceeded  to  the  church  to  re- 
hearse the  offices  of  Matins  and  Lauds  until  4  a.m.  They  then 
employed   themselves  till    5  A.3r.  in  prayerful  solitude,    or  private 

*  *Anglia  Sacra,'  vol.  ii.  pp.  629,  655,  and  662.        t  'Golden  Leg'end,'  fol.  180. 
X  Fosbrooke's  '  British  Monachism.' 
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contemplation  in  the  clinreli,  or  in  perusing  some  sacred  work  in 
the  cloisters.  They  again  attended  in  the  church  at  6  a.m., 
to  join  in  the  service  of  PHme.  After  which  a  chapter  of  faults 
was  held  for  haK-an-hour.  Then  were  performed  for  an  hour  all 
the  many  and  varied  manual  exercises  allotted  to  each.  These  were 
deserted  at  the  sound  of  the  church  bell,  which  summoned  the  monks 
at  9  A.M.  to  the  service  of  Tierce.  Shortly  after  which  followed 
High  Mass,  and  after  another  short  interval  employed  in  study, 
prayer,  or  renewed  contemplation,  at  12  noon  the  service  of  Sext. 
They  then  proceeded  to  the  Refectory,  where  the  principal  meal  of 
the  day  was  solemnly  discussed.  In  winter,  Nones  followed  at 
2  P.M. ;  in  summer  at  3  p.m.  After  this  service  was  performed, 
they  returned  for  an  hour  and  a-half  to  their  manual  avocations, 
leaving  off  when  the  bell  tolled  summoning  them  to  church  to  pray  for 
the  king.  At  4  p.m.,  Vespers  was  performed ;  at  5  p.m.  they  again  went 
to  the  Refectory  for  a  sHght  repast.  They  then  had  an  hour  and  a-half 
to  pass  either  in  the  Cloister,  Close,  Garden,  or  Common  Hall,  after 
which,  at  7  p.m.,  they  joined  in  the  last  service  Comphtorium  or 
Complins,  which  ended  with  the  following  versicle  from  the  Psalmist, 
*'  Set  a  watch,  0  Lord,  before  my  mouth,  and  keep  the  door  of  my 
lips,"  and  then,  at  8  p.m.,  retired  to  the  Bonnitory. 

Of  the  above  severe  mode  of  life,  the  divine  poet  Crashaw  writes  : — 

*'  A  hasty  portion  of  prescribed  sleep, 
Obedient  slumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep. 
And  sing  and  sigh,  and  work  and  sleep  again, 
Still  rolling  a  round  sphere  of  still  returning  pain. 
Hands  full  of  hearty  labours,  pains  that  pay 
And  prize  themselves,  do  much  more  they  "may 
And  work  for  work  not  wages,  let  to-morVow's 
New  drops  wash  off  the  sweat  of  their  day's  sorrows ; 
A  long  and  daily-dying  life  which  breathes 
A  respu-ation  of  reviving  deaths." 

Like  the  feudal  nobles,  and  indeed  pre\'iously  to  them,  the  monks 
possessed  that  taste  for  the  picturesque — for  Xature  in  her  wild, 
abrupt,  and  varied  aspect,  which  prevailed  throughout  the  Middle 
Ages.  They  discovered  and  enjoyed  all  the  poetry  of  Nature.  They 
appeared  to  be  impressed  with  the  same  delicate  and  profoimd  appre- 
ciation of  rural  scenery  which  had  dictated  to  Yirgil  and  Dante  so 
many  immortal  verses  ;  for  in  every  instance  where  trace  can  be  found 
of  their  settlements  in  provincial  districts,  either  at  home  or  abroad, 
we  find  that  the  fairest  comers  of  theveryfaii-est  locahties  were  selected 
by  them  for  the  erection  of  their  conventual  homes,  and  for  the 
seclusion  of  their  persons,  while  enjoying,  as  they  were  wont  to 
believe,  a  medicine  which  was  for  eternity  as  well  as  for  life. 

We  have,  in  the  course  of  our  chronicle,  sufficiently  rehearsed  the 
sumptuous  splendour  that  prevailed  in  the  churches  of  these  '  Monks 
of  Old.'  Little  else,  we  are  assured,  was  to  be  discerned  in  them, 
but  marble,  porphjTy,  jasper-stone,  and  the  most  exquisite  paintings 
and  statuary.  The  crosses,  the  candlesticks,  the  vessels  for  the 
eucharist,  the  lamps,  the  censers,  and  the  cases  for  the  rehquaries, 
and  the  other  adornments  of  the  altar,  were  all  for  the  most  part  of  gold 
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or  silver,  beset  witli  precious  stones  ;  wliile  at  tlie  same  time  they  were 
almost  infinite  in  number  and  value,  afibrding  collectively  a  lustre  whose 
beauty  ravished  the  soxil  through  the  organs  of  sight.  It  would  be  a 
well-nigh  hopeless  task  to  enumerate  the  number  of  famed  limners  or 
painters  constantly  employed  in  most  gloriously  adorning  these  old 
monastic  temples ;  nor  would  it  be  advantaging  to  recite  the  festal 
services  and  sacraments  of  the  old  monastic  regime,  including  the 
Eucharist,  Penance,  and  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  &c.,  for  the 
majority  of  them  are  still  celebrated  by  the  Church  of  Rome ;  but 
aU  of  which  then  tended  to  make  the  adoring  worshipper  exclaim, 
*  Quam  augusta  est  Domus  Dei ./'  or,  How  glorious  is  the  House  of 
God! 

Forasmuch  as,  throughout  the  Middle  Ages,  inns  having  any  pre- 
tension to  comfort  or  good  entertainment  were  few  and  far  between, 
the  monasteries  were  generally  patronized  by  the  roving  and  well- 
to-do  class  of  the  population,  as  the  best-conditioned  resting-places. 
Among  the  virtues  of  '  the  Monks  of  Old,'  hospitality  was  very  promi- 
nent, although  the  custom  invariably  was  to  limit  the  extent  of  their 
hospitality  to  three  days,  and  during  that  space  treating  their  guests 
on  a  sliding  scale  adapted  to  their  rank  or  quahty. 

They  were  not  only  the  greatest  patrons  and  encouragers  of  Art, 
bat  even  included  among  their  own  numerous  phalanx  some  of  the 
most  memorable  artists  of  that  or  any  other  age.  We  have  evidenced 
this  in  the  first  chapters  of  our  chronicle.  To  show  how,  even  in 
small  matters,  these  monks  fostered  industry,  and  bequeathed 
benefits,  we  have  merely  to  state  that  they  were  the  best,  and  indeed 
the  only  scientific  gardeners  and  husbandmen.  Even  in  the  present 
day,  the  Capuchins  are  famed  as  the  best  horticulturists  in  Europe. 
The  gardens  of  many  of  the  larger  monasteries,  with  their  fair 
grass-plots,  fine  parterres  of  flowers,  pleasant  fountains,  and  great 
avenues  of  trees  and  shrubs,  were  not  unworthy  to  rank  as  first-class 
horticultural  exhibitions. 

That  superstition  of  the  rankest  kind  prevailed  amid  the  army  of 
cenobites  none  can  gainsay,  and  most  notably  may  be  mentioned 
the  very  common  custom  of  attributing  release  from  danger,  recovery 
from  illness,  and  escape  from  death  or  misfortune,  to  the  interven- 
tion of  the  saint  to  whose  image  or  statue  they  had  previously  made 
vows.  As  a  sequel  to  this  behef,  it  so  happened  that,  after  their 
renewal  in  health  and  hfe,  they  proceeded  to  commemorate  the 
occasion  by  having  the  evidence  of  it  recorded  in  the  comer  of  some 
picture  vdth  the  letters  P.  G.  E.  thereunder  written,  signifying 
'Pro  Gratia  Ricevata' — for  grace  received.  These  vowed  pictures, 
many  in  number,  were  to  be  found  hung  up  in  the  churches  of  every 
monastery. 

These  monks  devoutly  believed  in  miracles,  and  upheld  the  spirit 
of  prophecy.  The  miracles  and  prophecies  enacted  by  their  chief 
female  saints,  were  annoxmced  to  have  been  recorded  by  themselves, 
including  such  holy  personages  as  St,  Bridget,  St.  Mechilda,  St. 
Catherine  of  Sienna,  St,  Gertrude,  and  a  numerous  phalanx.  These 
prophetesses  were  held  in  extreme  veneration,  and  with  the  want  of 
Buch  saintly  support  were  the  early  Protestants  taunted  by  the  oft- 


A   MONASTIC   SURVEY.  363 

repeated  sentence,  '  Apud  quos  cessavit  propheta.^  To  recite  the  record 
of  ensamples  propomided  by  them  were  to  fill  volumes  instead  of 
pages.  But  in  this  place,  as  another  evidence  of  their  facile  super- 
stition, we  must  record  that  many  of  them  believed  in  privileged 
altars,  that  is  to  say,  altars  to  which  the  Popes  had  affixed  certain 
unusual  indulgences,  such  as,  if  only  one  mass  was  said  at  them  for 
a  soul  in  purgatory,  that  soul  was  infallibly  delivered  from  thence. 

The  errors  which  they  admitted  still  pertained  to  their  humanity 
in  their  cloistral  retirements,  and  which,  perchance,  were  the  ones 
they  most  frequently  suffered  under,  were  after  this  sort : — that 
sometimes  by  frailt}-  they  broke  the  strongly-enjoined  observance  of 
silence ;  that  they  walked  with  too  much  haste  and  precipitation ; 
that  they  cast  about  them  looks  of  too  enquiring  a  nature  ;  that  they 
were  occasionally  slovenly  in  their  habits  ;  that  they  preferred  vocal 
to  mental  prayer  ;  that  they  were  oft-times  too  much  pleased  with 
the  taste  of  heavenly  music,  or  that  they  were  prone  to  be  too  heavy 
and  cast  down  under  suSerings.  Limiting  thus  haughtily  and  proudly 
their  errors  of  omission  and  commission,  has  brought  upon  them  the 
condemnation  of  the  Pharisee — '  Non  sunt  stent  cateri  hommum,'  or, 
They  are  not  like  other  men. 

While  none  were  more  stoical  in  their  discourses  on  death  than 
'  the  Monks  of  Old,'  we  are  assured  few  were  more  cowardly  or 
frightened  than  they,  when,  their  hour  having  come,  they  had  to 
face  the  Dim  Unknown. 

We  have  before  stated  that  miracles  were  upheld  by  them.  To 
that  we  now  add  that  Polytheism  existed  among  them,  while  Empiri- 
cism was  used  as  an  influence  by  them.  They  beheved  readily  in 
the  spirit  of  Divination,  often  consulted  some  ancient  augury,  and 
included  among  their  officials  men  known  as  Lnaginarii,  or  sorcerers. 

They  wore  diurnal  and  nocturnal  shoes.  In  what  the  difference 
consisted  we  do  not  glean.  They  served  weekly  and  by  turns  in 
the  different  offices  connected  with  their  monastery.  When  taking 
part  in  the  various  daily  or  festal  offices  of  the  church,  they  always 
proceeded  to  the  Vestiary  to  assume  their  vestments. 

The  monks  were  often  engaged  in  civil  and  other  public  avocations. 
They  were  frequently  selected  as  ambassadors  and  special  commis- 
sioners. *  They  were,  too,  throughout  the  dark  ages,  the  great  loan- 
mongers  of  the  day.f 

They  would  salute  each  other  with  a  '  Benedicue,^  receiving  the 
reply  '  Dominus  ;  while  in  their  services,  meetings,  and  lectures,  they 
used  the  tongue  that  Tully  chastely  spoke  and  Maro  sweetly  sung. 

The  whole  of  the  rehgious  oiders  were  bound  by  oaths  similar 
to  those  which,  some  years  since,  created  difficulty  in  Oxford.  They 
were  sworn  to  divulge  nothing  which  might  prejudice  the  interest  of 
their  houses.  Even  the  lay  brethren,  or  serving-men,  were  enforced 
to  take  an  oath  of  fidehty  not  to  reveal  the  secrets  of  their  conventual. 

Each  large  monastery  had  a  number  of  serving-men  to  aid  in 
carrj-ing  out  the  orders  of  the  officials.  At  Tewkesbury  for  instance, 
it  was  ascertained  after  the  dissolution,  there  were  no  fewer  than 

*  Fosbrooke's  '  British  Monachism.'  \  TouLnin's  '  Taimton/  p  8. 
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144.*  Wliile  every  monastery  had  its  tutelar  saint,  and  eveiy  saint 
his  legend. 

Time  was  always  allowed  these  monks  of  old  for  study,  and  among 
the  ancient  MSS.  in  their  libraries,  and  to  which  they  one  and  all 
had  access,  were  copies  of  the  works  of  Livy,  Sailnst,  Lucan,  Yirgil, 
Claiidian,  &c. 

Festivals  were  always  great  occasions  among  them,  and  with  which 
it  is  said  Satm'nalia  was  closely  engrafted.  These  feasts  represented 
those  days  in  the  year  which  were  to  be  more  rehgiously  observed 
than  the  rest,  in  honour  either  of  the  Virgin,  of  the  Rosary,  of  the 
Holy  Week,  of  some  mystery  of  the  Gospel,  of  some  saint  or  of 
some  special  blessing.  On  these  occasions,  called  by  the  monks 
'  Pontificals,'  a  great  show  of  the  riches  and  grandeur  of  each  house 
was  made.  Among  the  other  feasts  were  those  of  Advent,  Shrove- 
tide, Christmas,  Ascension,  Pentecost,  the  Octave  of  the  Holy  Sacra- 
ment, &c. 

Of  the  Preaching  Friars,  we  will  here  give  a  few  exclusive  parti- 
culars. The  Dominicans  preached  most  frequently  on  the  Rosary, 
the  Carmelites  on  the  Scapulary,  the  Franciscans  on  the  Eope  of 
St.  Francis,  and  the  Socolanti  on  St.  Anthony  of  Padua. 

The  Dominicans  used  to  make  a  procession  in  honour  of  the 
Rosary  every  first  Sunday  in  the  month,  the  Carmelites  one  in  honour 
of  the  Scapulary  on  the  second,  the  Franciscans  one  in  honour  of 
the  Rope  of  St.  Francis  on  the  third.  Our  space,  unfortunately,  will 
not  permit  our  giving  any  of  the  interesting  details  connected  with 
these  processions. 

The  Superiors  of  these  sects  of  '  the  Monks  of  Old '  almost  invari- 
ably suffered  their  preacliing  brethren  to  do  what  they  thought  fit 
in  the  exercise  of  their  vocation,  or  go  where  they  wished  in  favour 
of  their  invention — as  they  used  to  term  it.  They  consequently  in- 
dulged in  all  manner  of  extravagancies, — in  style,  in  declamation,  in 
quotations,  and  in  action.  They  commonly  quoted  nothing  but  ends 
and  scraps  of  Scriptural  verses,  which  only  fitted  in  by  the  utmost 
stretch-of  fancy  to  their  discourses,  without  in  any  way  explaining  the 
contest.  They  made  use  of  Scripture  as  an  ally,  without  preaching 
on  it,  or  in  explanation  of  any  text.  They  contented  themselves  by 
referring  to  it  with  the  preface  "  as  it  is  written,"  or  "  according  to 
the  oracle  of  the  Holy  Spirit,"  or  "  as  it  is  set  down  in  the  sacred 
text."  Sometimes  when  referring  to  the  ever-increasing  list  of  the 
fathers  of  the  Church,  they  would  have  the  vanity  to  exclaim, 
"  St.  Austin,  or  St.  Jerome,  or  St.  Ambrose,  had  the  same  thought 
with  me  when  he  said,"  &c. 

These  preaching  monks  or  friars  each  pursued  a  different  line  of 
character,  befitting  his  own  peculiar  powers  and  capacity,  and  in 
many  respects  assimilated  actors.  There  were  those  who  preached 
stoically  and  emphatically,  albeit  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  deep  and 
terrible  things,  such  as  Death,  the  Last  Judgment,  Purgatory,  and 
IleU,  and  with  every  monologue  accessory  requisite  in  a  single  actor, 
to  represent  it  as  the  deepest  tragedy.     There  were  others  who  held 

*  Dyde's  History  of  TewkesViiu-y,  p.  14G. 
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curious  ideas  and  expounded  them  ;  and  tliese  were  called  Bottl  or 
Virtuosi,  and  were  the  most  patronized  and  esteemed.  Others,  again, 
there  were  who  represented  the  buffoons  or  comic  characters,  and 
these  were  the  most  sought  after  by  the  common  people.  The  ser- 
mons of  the  latter  consisted  of  idle  tales  and  droUery  of  speech  and 
action ;  and,  as  their  pulpits  were  made  purposely  large,  they  forcibly 
enunciated  many  of  their  mountebank  notions  by  assuming  the  cha- 
racters they  were  making  mention  of,  and  going  through  their 
supposed  comic  action.  They  thumped  their  pulpits  Avith  feet  and 
hands,  pulled  their  beards  and  hair,  laughed  and  cried  aloud,  rolled 
their  eyes  wildly  in  their  heads,  and  put  themselves  into  a  hundred 
ridictdous  postures.  There  was  yet  another  class  who,  like  the 
Jesuits,  had  a  poetical  style,  and  commonly  quoted  passages 
drawn  from  profane  authors,  such  as  Cicero,  Virgil,  Horace,  Martial, 
and  even  from  the  Comedies  of  Terence,  and  from  Ovid's  '  De  Arte 
Amandi.'     These  last  were  the  best  elocutionists. 

The  whole  of  these  preaching  monks  commenced  their  sermons  for 
the  most  part  with  the  angelical  salutation,  'Ave  Ilaria.'  Then  they 
quoted  their  test,  which  was  generally  confined  to  the  name  of  some 
place,  or  to  two  or  three  words,  but  which  never  consisted  of  an  entire 
passage.  The  discourse  itself  was  generally  divided  into  two  parts, 
and  during  the  interval  alms  for  the  poor  were  collected  from  the 
audience. 

To  the  end  that  they  might  be  more  fruitful  and  copious  in  their 
profuse  and  mazy  discourses,  these  friars  would  ordinarily  betake 
themselves  to  quiet  W2i::s  in  pleasant  places,  for  the  purpose  of  self- 
meditation.  Others,  however,  with  a  like  object,  would  retire  to 
dark  and  subterranean  spots  to  invoke  a  blacker  and  more  dismal 
thread.  Some  there  were,  and  in  greater  numbers  we  are  told, 
who,  in  fartherance  of  the  old  proverb,  '  Vintan  acuit  ingenium'  or 
wine  excites  invention,  imbibed  very  freely  of  spirituous  liquors. 

Many  of  each  sort  among  them  preached  often  in  public  places, 
even  amid  the  noon  of  market-tide,  or  in  the  midst  of  the  hurly-burly 
of  a  fair,  in  fartherance  of  the  oracle,  set  forth  in  the  first  chapter 
of  Proverbs — '  that  Wisdom  cries  in  the  public  places." 


SECTION  IV. 
OKir  ©ffices  an^  Officials. 

The  Church. — Of  this  we  have  spoken  elaborately  enough  in  an 
earlier  part  of  this  work.  Suffice  it  here  to  add,  that  upon  the  sacred 
edifice  pertaining  to  every  large  monastery,  the  most  famous  archi- 
tects exhausted  their  skill,  the  most  renowned  painters  devoted  the 
utmost  elaboration  of  their  art,  the  most  curious  gilders  laid  their  finest 
gold,  while  the  most  distant  bowels  of  the  earth  rendered  up  their 
choicest  marbles,  jaspers,  and  porphyries.  The  altar  was  the  golden 
calf,  the  brazen  serpent,  the  god  of  monastic  idolatry,  on  which  was 
consummated  Sp>lendour,  Pomp,  and  Gorgeousness.      It  was   sur- 
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mounted  by  mimeroiis  and  rare  reliquaries,  it  was  iUnminated  by 
innumerable  candles,  it  was  biglily  perfumed  by  ever-smoking 
golden  tkurihles  ;  while  its  autlientic  mark,  the  five  lustrous  crosses, 
gleamed  high  amid  the  sumptuous  surroundings.  Close  beside  the 
Church  generally  stood  the  churcli-yard,  called  the  Polyandrium. 

The  Chajyter-house. — This  room  generally  had  three  rows  of  stone 
benches,  one  above  another ;  a  reading-desk  and  settle ;  a  place 
enclosed,  called  th.e  Jvdgment,  in  the  centre  ;  a  seat  for  the  Ahhot  or 
Prior,  higher  than  the  benches,  and  a  large  crucifix  directly  behind 
tbe  desk.  At  9  a.m.,  tbe  monks  assembled  here,  and  being  seated, 
the  proceedings  were  commenced  by  a  short  religious  service.  Then 
followed  the  reading  of  the  sentence  of  the  Rule  from  the  desk,  after 
which  the  Table  was  read,  and  any  person  who  had  omitted  a  prescribed 
Office  solicited  pardon.  Then  the  commemoration  of  the  dead — the 
MaHyrology  and  Obituary — was  recited,  and  always  brought  to  a 
close  by  the  '  Requiescant  in  pace.^  To  this  succeeded  the  voluntary 
confessions,  and  after  that  came  the  accusation  or  Clamatio  of 
offenders.  The  monastic  courts,  taking  cognizance  of  everything 
within  the  precincts  or  Hmits  of  the  conventual  property,  were  held 
here.  The  sway  of  these  courts  reached  the  tenants  of  the  monks, 
and  all  those  seculars  who  were  in  any  way  subservient  to  them, 
together  vdth  those  strangers  who  committed  crimes  upon  the  lands 
pertaining  to  the  monastery.  In  some  cases,  an  appeal  was  allowed 
to  the  king,  but  to  the  king  only. 

The  Refectory. — From  this  there  was  always  an  entrance  direct  to 
the  Kitchen,  and  another  to  the  Cellar.  Closely  adjoining  was  the 
Lavcitiry,  while  in  a  corner  stood  a  small  recess  or  closet  called  the 
Aimer y,  and  containing  the  Grace-cup.  Fires  were  lighted  herein 
from  Allhallows  Day  to  Good  Friday.  The  utmost  number  of  meals, 
even  among  those  cenobites  who  were  most  profuse  :n  good  cheer 
and  good  living,  were  the  following  : — morning  repast,  drinking  after 
Nones,  dinner,  collation,  and  late  supper  called  consolatio.  However, 
in  their  early  days  of  strict  observance  and  austerity,  the  only  meal 
was  dinner,  taken  about  noon,  vdth  some  dry  bread  and  water  or 
milk  at  7  P-M.  A  small  beU,  termed  the  cynihalum,  was  struck  in 
the  Cloister  to  summon  the  brethren  to  meals.  The  upper  table 
forming  the  cross  was  generally  shghtly  raised.  The  novices  dined 
after  the  monks,  and  the  servants  or  lay  brethren  after  the  novices. 
There  was  a  pulpit  in  this  apartment  for  the  reading  of  appointed 
portions  of  the  Scriptures  or  other  works  during  meal-time.  When 
this  was  brought  to  a  close,  the  prior  rose,  exclaiming  Tu  autem,  the 
lecturer  replying  '  Deo  gratias.'  The  monks  thereupon  retired  from 
table  two  and  two,  singing  the  Miserere. 

The  Donnitory. — Was  called  very  frequently  the  Dortor.  In  most  of 
the  large  monasteries  each  monk  had  a  little  chamber,  or  wooden 
recess,  to  himself.  The  hours  of  rising  were,  as  before  stated,  at  2  a.m. 
on  week-days,  and  1  a.m.  on  Sundays  or  feasts.  The  hour  of  retiring 
to  rest,  generally  9  P.M.  The  Meridians,  or  hours  of  rest  in  the 
middle  of  the  day,  began  on  Palm  Sunday,  and  continued  to  the  Ides 
of  September. 

The  Cloister. — This  was  origiaated  for  meditation  as  well  as  exercise 
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during  bad  weather.  Most  of  the  principal  offices  could  be  reached 
by  passing  through  it.  There  were  seats  there  for  those  to  sit  upon 
who  had  to  study.  The  processions,  so  fuU.  of  pomp  and  splendour, 
were  always  formed  here  before  proceeding  into  the  church. 

The  Scriptorium. — This  was  sometimes  called  the  Domiis  Anti- 
quariorum,  but  was  commonly  known  as  the  writing  room.  The  Abbot, 
Prior,  Sub-prior,  and  Precentor,  were  only  admitted  into  this  treasury, 
where  were  copied  the  beautiful  missals  and  other  books  of  divine  offices 
of  the  early  church.  A  certain  selected  number  of  the  brotherhood,  sur- 
namedthe  Ardiquarii,  were  here  contkiually  employed  in  copying  or 
writing  up  the  monastic  daily  history.  Under  these  ^Jt^/'/Hz/r/i,  who 
were  men  of  superior  stamp  and  education,  worked  the  Scriptores,  or 
Librarii.  The  writing  was  generally  good  and  clear.  The  character 
of  the  lettering  nearly  approached  the  present  Roman.  The  first 
painters  of  the  age  were  continually  employed  to  illuminate  the 
manuscripts.  Gold  and  azure  were  the  principal  and  favourite 
colours  employed.  Under  these  painters  performed  their  pupils,  or 
Limners*  Paper  books  cannot  be  traced  beyond  the  tenth  century, 
while  printing  and  engraving  were  discovered  about  1460.  But 
Scribes  and  Limners  continued  occupied  on  MSS.  for  fully  a  century 
longer,  indeed,  until  the  dissolution  of  the  monasteries  swept  them 
away.f     Bookbinding  was  occasionally  very  gorgeous. 

The  Library  and  Museum. — These,  together  with  aU  the  Muni- 
ments of  the  house,  were  under  the  care  of  the  Chardor.  They  were 
generally  well  suppKed  with  rarities  and  curiosities.  The  books 
being  mostly  MSS.,  were  rolled  and  were  placed  in  painted  presses, 
or  Almeries.  Many  of  these  were  of  the  most  bizarre  kind ;  but  promi- 
nent among  them  always  stood  the  family  narrative  of  the  monastery, 
edited  by  their  classical  Actuarius,  or  historiographer.  Among  them 
were,  however,  invariably  good  copies  of  the  old  Greek  and  Latin 
masters. 

The  Gnest  Hall. — Was  variously  denominated  the  Hospice,  the 
Hostreij,  or  the  Hostelry.  It  had  passages  of  communication  with  the 
kitchen,  the  buttery,  and  the  cellar.  It  was  generally  very  roomy  and 
handsome,  and  was  sometimes,  in  consequence,  called  the  Palatium. 
Connected  with  it  were  numerous  fair  bed-chambers,  and  also  a  sort 
of  ante-room,  termed  the  Pro-aula,  the  Salutarium,  or  the  greeting- 
house  of  CSlfric.  Visitors  were  permitted  to  stay  two  days  and  two 
nights,  but  were  to  depart  on  the  third,  meanwhile  in  all  respects 
conforming  to  the  rules,  and  attendiag  the  services  marked  out.  The 
attention  shown,  and  the  accommodation  given,  was  in  accordance 
with  the  rank  of  the  visitor.  In  fact,  great  flatteries  and  much 
adulation  was  exhibited  to  high  personages.  The  Hosteler  met  the 
visitors,  and,  after  the  Benedicite,  saluted  them  with  '  the  kiss  of 
peace.' 

The  Infirmary. — This  building  was  frequently  crowded  with  every 
necessity,  for  it  was  open  to  strangers  as  well  as  to  the  brethren.  It 
was  strewed  with  rushes,  or  clean  hay  and  straw.  It  had  a  great 
table  for  the  generous  diet,  always  shown,  to  be  served  upon;  a  chapel 

*  Dagdale's  '  Monasticon.'  \  Fosbrooke's  '  Brit.  Mon.' 
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annexed,  where  special  daily  services  were  performed,  and  a  stone 
of  unction,  whereon  the  dying  were  washed  and  clothed  in  their 
last  swathements.  Several  chambers,  conveniently  fitted  for  the 
sick,  led  off  from  it.  The  Prior,  Suhprior,  or  Kitchener  were  bound 
each  day,  before  Prime,  to  visit  it,  and  carefolly  inspect  all  in  con- 
nexion with  it.  It  was  the  duty  of  the  Infirmarer  to  administer  the 
communion  to  the  dying. 

The  Locutory,  or  Parlour. — Of  these  there  were  generally  two  in 
each  monastery,  one  for  the  visitors,  closely  adjoining  the  Guest  Hall, 
another  for  the  monks  for  conversation,  called  the  Auditorium.  But 
no  cloistral  devotee  could  enter  the  latter  without  a  previous, 
summons  from  the  Ahhot  or  Prior.  Here  merchants  were  introduced 
and  were  wont  to  expose  their  wares. 

The  Almoni^,  or  Alms-house. — ^Was  an  important  appendage  to  all 
monasteries,  which  were,  throughout  the  j^.Iiddle  Ages,  the  great  sources 
of  all  charitable  aid.  It  was  generally  a  large  stone  building,  erected 
near  the  chtu-ch,  wherein  ail  kinds  of  relief  were  freely  and  amply  ad- 
ministered to  the  suffering  poor.  The  alms  were  generally  distributed 
on  fixed  days  in  the  week  ;  but  no  one  was  ever  sent  empty  away.  The 
tenth  part  of  all  monastic  revenues  was  set  aside  for  this  department. 

The  Common-houae. — This  was  the  only  place  of  common  resort  for 
the  monks,  where  they  were  allowed  to  meet  at  certain  hours  and  to 
converse.  It  was  a  large  and  comfortable  room,  well  warmed  in 
winter.  It  had  a  garden  and  bowling-alley  attached  to  it  for  the 
use  of  the  novices,  who  chiefly  resorted  to  it.  Here  the  rod  of 
discipline  was  hung  up  over  the  fire-place. 

The  Misericord. — Was  a  large  plain  furnished  hall,  where  the  monka 
assembled  during  misericords — certain  indulgences,  or  exonerations 
fi'om  the  duties  of  choir  or  cloister,  granted  to  the  conventuals 
alternately,  and  lasting  a  week  at  a  time.  They  were  here  allowed 
to  converse  at  ease  and  without  any  restraint. 

The  Kitchen. — A  much  more  extensive  office  than  modern  ones 
in  private  houses.  The  culinary  apparatus  was  very  large  and 
numerous.  Attached  to  it  were  several  store-houses  fox  keeping 
cured  fish,  salted  provisions,  vegetables,  &c. 

The  Bakehouse. — Herein  was  first  manufactured  the  Host,  of  unfer- 
mented  bread;  then  the  Oblatip,  or  unconsecrated  cakes,  which  were 
afterwards  blessed  on  the  altar;  then  the  Eulogice,  or  consecrated 
loaves  sent  out  to  friends,  or  given  to  visitors,  in  token  of  Covv- 
munion,  and,  finally,  the  daily  bread. 

The  Mint. — The  money  coined  herein  was  by  license.  A  master 
thereof  was  appointed  by  the  Ahhot  or  Prior.  The  stamps  for 
coining  were  given  as  a  privilege. 

l^ke  Exchequer. — This  was  a  small  chamber,  or  counting-house,  with 
a  square  table  in  it,  curiously  marked  for  calculation, — a  long  process 
in  those  days  of  simple  arithmetic. 

The  Cells. — These  were  either  those  of  recreation  or  for  punishment, 
and  were  invariably  remote  from  the  monastery  proper,  being  situated 
by  themselves.  There  were  generally  two  or  three  monks  in  each 
of  the  former. 
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Tlte  Granges. — Tlie  farms  and  park  lands  attaclied  to  or  pertaining 
to  the  estate  of  the  monastery  were  so  called. 

The  Sanctuary. — In  some  cases  this  included  large  districts,  as  in 
Blackfriars  and  elsewhere,  but  generally  only  an  inner  portion  of  the 
church.     Living  in  sanctuary  was  for  the  most  part  very  expensive. 

The  Lyinrj  House. — This  was  the  prison.  The  Allot  or  Prior  had 
arbitrary  powers  of  punishment.  Monks  guilty  of  felony  or  adultery 
were  imprisoned  in  chains  for  a  year. 

The  Song  School.— T]As,  was  built  generally  within  the  church.  A 
master  was  appointed,  who  taught  the  novices  and  lay  children  herein 
to  sing  and  play  on  the  organ. 

The  Vestiary. — This  was  also  situated  within  the  church,  and 
adjoined  the  altar.  There  were  fi.-equently  double  Vestiaries.  Here 
were  deposited  the  garments  and  Cimelia,  of  the  church.  It  con- 
sisted generally  of  a  series  of  stone  closets. 

To  these  offices  must  be  added  the  Garden,  wherein  the  monks 
spent  the  spare  hours  of  the  day  ;  the  Fralry,  adorned  with  curious 
painted  imageries  ;  the  Stalle,  the  Dove-cot,  the  Coichouse,  &c. 

We  now  proceed  to  make  mention  of  the  officials,  and,  first  among 
them, 

The  Allot. — As  heads  of  houses.  Allots  and  Priors,  except  in  the 
case  of  cathedrals,  were  usually  considered  synonymous  personages. 
Their  duties  and  obHgations  were  almost  similar.  He  was  elected 
after  various  modes  and  in  accordance  with  the  Chartidary  of  the 
convent.  After  election,  he  went  through  the  ceremonials  of  Bene- 
diction and  Induction.  He  had  to  celebrate  2[ass  and  dine  in  the 
Refectory  only  on  festival  occasions.  He  alone  could  reprove  or  accuse 
a  monk.  He  attended  in  the  Cloister  every  morning  to  hear  -what  the 
monks  had  to  say.  He  gave  his  orders  direct  to  the  Salpnor ;  he 
could  attend  any  ser-vice  or  coUation  at  -will,  could  celebrate  private 
mass,  assisted  solely  by,  and  in  the  presence  only  of  his  chaplains — who 
were  called  Monitores,  because  they  informed  him  of  all  that  took 
place — and  of  whom  he  had  sometimes  as  many  as  six,  uat  generally 
two,  who  were  in  constant  attendance  upon  him.  He  had  power  to 
consecrate  churches,  had  his  secret  oratory,  a  separate  table,  and 
eat  every  Sunday  in  the  Cloister  to  hear  confessions.  All  were  to 
incline  to  him  as  he  passed,  while  no  monk  was  to  sit  in  his  presence. 
He  attended  the  bedside  of  all  d}ing  within  the  convent.  He  could, 
however,  absent  himself  for  no  more  than  three  days,  and  required 
the  consent  of  the  Chapter  to  go  abroad.  He  had  two  assistants  in 
his  duties,  who  were  respectively  termed  the  Proctor  and  the  Cariarius. 
His  principal  duty  was  to  set  a  lofty  example  in  his  observation  of 
the  Rule.-^ 

The  Prior. — In  those  instances  where  there  was  an  Allot  the  extra 
judicial  duties  of  the  Prior  were  as  foUows ;  but  if  there  was  no  .1  Hot, 
then  these  duties  were  divided  between  the  Prior  and  Sahprior: — • 
He  was  next  to  the  A  Hot,  if  not  at  the  head  of  the  estabhshment. 
He  had  first  place  in  the  Choir,  Chapter,  and  Refectory,  had  power  to 
punish  and  to  direct  the  rest  of  the  brotherhood,  had  a  chaplain,  tv.-o 

*  Toibrol^e,  p.  101. 
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servants,  two  palfreys,  andabaggage  liorse.  Tlie  Claustral  (or  suV) prior 
was  his  Vicar.  He  liad  chiefly  to  superintend  the  Cloister,  and  had  the 
general  charge  of  the  order.  He  had  a  chamber,  and  sometimes  a 
suite  of  rooms  called  '  lodgings.^  The  monks  always  made  obeisance 
to  him,  and  he  headed  the  procession  to  the  Dormitory  after  Complins. 

The  Subprior. — His  chamber  was  close  beside  the  Dormitory  door, 
and  he  was  accountable  for  the  safe  durance  of  all  the  monks  during 
sleej)ing  time.  He  always  sat  among  the  monks  at  meal-time,  to  see 
order  was  preserved,  and  said  grace  thereat.  He  kept  the  keys  of 
the  Cloister  gates,  while  the  Infirmary  was  under  his  particular  care. 
When  the  Ahhot  or  Prior,  or  both  were  absent,  he  performed  their 
duties.  He  was  chosen  from  the  monks  generally  for  his  zeal, 
devotion  and  superior  attainments. 

The  Cellarer. — He  had  the  care  of  everything  relating  to  the  dietary 
of  the  monks  ;  had  charge  of  all  the  vessels  in  Kitchen,  Refectory,  and 
Cellar  ;  was  allowed  to  be  absent  from  all  the  services  except  Matins, 
Vespers  and  Prime  ;  was  to  wait  upon  the  visitors,  the  Minuti,  and 
the  monks  returning  from  journeys.  In  fact,  he  was  the  commissary- 
general  of  the  monastery.  His  chamber  was  a  separate  one  within 
the  Dortor. 

The  Precentor  or  Clianfor. — He  could  only  be  one  who  had  been  edu- 
caded  in  the  monastery  from  a  child.  He  had  the  entire  super- 
vision of  the  choral  service,  and  was  elected  by  the  Abbot,  Prior,  and 
Convent.  He  taught  the  monks  to  sing  and  read,  had  an  allowance 
beyond  the  commons  of  the  house,  registered  the  names  of  the 
deceased  brethren  in  the  Maiiyrologg,  or  obituary,  and  arranged  the 
processions  and  order  of  service  for  all  feasts.  The  Archives  were  in 
his  possession,  and  were  dehvered  by  him  to  the  Almoner  to  make 
out  the  Brevia.  Nobody  coxild  leave  the  Choir  during  service  without 
his  leave. 

The  iSaccentor,  or  Suhchantor. — This  officer  was  elected  at  the  request 
and  by  choice  of  the  Chantor.  The  keys  of  the  different  lockers  con- 
taining the  music  scores,  &c.,  were  in  his  custody,  and  he  ejitered  all 
missives  going  from,  or  coming  to,  the  monastery.  He  repeated  the 
answers  to  the  Chantor  in  the  different  services. 

The  Kitchener. — Was  free  from  every  week-day  office  except  High 
Mass.  He  sat  on  the  left  of  the  Prior  at  meals,  and  gave  the  license 
to  the  Lecturer,  as  well  as  to  commence  meals.  He  superintended 
the  wants  of  the  sick,  had  a  horse  allowed  him,  with  which  to 
attend  markets,  &c.,  was  obliged  to  be  well  acquainted  with  the  art  of 
cooking,  as  he  acted  as  superintendent  to  the  cooks,  of  whom  there 
were  several,  wholly  subject  to  him.  The  Vacariiis,  or  herdsman,  was 
also  subject  to  him,  while  he  was  allowed  a  consolatory  companion, 
called  the  Solatium. 

The  Sacrist. — Had  to  perform  various  duties  for  the  officiating 
priest,  to  ring  the  mass  bell,  to  superintend  burials,  to  distribute  the 
candles  for  the  offices,  and  to  furnish  wafers  for  the  communicants. 
He  had  the  custody  of  the  church,  the  beUs,  banners,  &c.  He  had  a 
chamber  in  the  Dortor,  but  at  night  always  slept  in  the  church.  He 
prepared  the  Host,  and  washed  the  Corporals  (the  clothes  in  which 
the  Host  was  wrapped),  and  the  Ampullae  (the  vessels  used  to  pour 
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tlie  "vrine  into  tlie  elialices) .  He  had  an  attendant,  called  the  Matri- 
culantis, — a  poor  man  from  tlie  Almonry — wlio  rang  tlie  bells,  regu- 
lated tlie  Horologue,  wakened  tlie  monks,  assisted  in  sweeping  the 
church,  cleaning  the  lamps,  &c. 

The  Suh-sacrist. — He  was  appointed  and  performed  all  the  duties 
required  by  the  Sacrist.  He  also  slept  in  the  church,  lighted  the 
lamps  on  the  altar,  prepared  and  fired  the  incense. 

The  Seneschal. — Was  often  a  layman  of  rank,  the  office  being  held 
by  fee.  He  did  the  Abbot's  or  Priors  business  with  the  Mng,  held 
courts,  and  had  valuable  fees  and  privileges. 

The  Under- Seneschal. — Was  subject  to  and  appointed  by  the 
Seneschal ;  was  frequently  a  layman ;  was  always  ready  to  do  the 
Convent's  business  with  the  Prior  and  Cellarer,  He  had  one  servant 
allowed  him,  and  received  ten  pounds  a  year  as  wages. 

The  Almoner. — Had  to  provide  certain  things  for  the  comfort  and 
convenience  of  the  monastery,  such  as  mats  for  kneeling,  rods  for  the 
chapter,  chapel,  and  boys'  school,  brooms,  plates,  baskets,  and  other 
household  ware.  He  was  to  make  out  the  Brevia,  or  annunciation  of 
the  deaths  of  the  monks;  to  find  the  necessaries  for  the  Maundy ; 
to  see  the  gates  of  the  Locutory  were  guarded ;  had  the  care  of  the 
convent  garden  ;  and  distributed  the  alms  to  the  poor.  After  meals 
he  could  collect  the  remnants,  and  give  them  to  the  poor.  He  could 
go  out  on  the  business  of  the  estabhshment  without  leave. 

The  Refectioner. — Was  to  find  certain  hardware  requisites  for  the 
use  of  the  fraternity.  He  distributed  the  bread  and  cheese  at 
refection  with  his  own  hand  to  the  monks,  and  received  the  wine 
whenever  it  was  given  out  on  festival  occasions,  himself  distributing 
it  afterwards  to  the  monks.  He  attended  to  the  visitors  during 
meal-time,  and  presided  over  the  distribution  of  charities  to  the 
brethren  on  certain  feasts.  He  had  straw  found  him  with  which  he 
strewed  the  floor  of  the  Refectory  where  the  monks  sat.  He  was 
to  be  present  always  at  Matins  and  Primes,  and  had  under  him  as  a 
help  a  somewhat  obscure  ofiicial  called  the  Pittancer. 

The  Chamberlain. — He  Avas  to  find  every  requisite  for  the  clothing, 
bedding,  cleanliness,  and  shaving  of  the  monks.  He  was  what  may 
be  termed  the  upholsterer,  glazier,  and  clothier  of  the  monastic 
establishment ;  as  well,  also,  the  blacksmith  for  the  stables,  and 
consequently  attended  fairs  to  obtain  the  necessary  materials.  He 
provided  the  baths  for  general  use,  and  had  two  helps  to  attend  to 
them.  His  stores  were  generally  situated  in  the  inner  cloister, 
where  he  had  a  Taylor  constantly  at  work.  He  had  an  all}^  in  the 
Sub-Chamherlain,  whom  he  controlled  and  appointed,  and  who  dis- 
tributed the  clothes,  prepared  the  beds,  and  lighted  and^extinguished 
the  candles  of  the  Notices. 

The  Hospitaller  or  Hosteler. — He  presided  over  the  Hostry  or  guest- 
chambers.  Lanterns  were  found  him  by  the  Chamberlain,  and 
candles  by  the  Sacrist.  He  showed  the  offices  to  those  strangers 
who  desired  to  view  them,  and  inducted  the  jVovices  and  stranger 
monks. 

The  Infirmarer. — Had  a  separate  kitchen  and  cook  for  his  In- 
firmary and  patients,  and  had  to  provide  aU  things  necessary  for  his 
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department  He  was  appointed  by  tlie  Abbot  or  Prior,  witli  consent 
of  the  Chapter. 

The  Bursar  or  Treasurer. — Had  a  separate  cliam'ber  in  or  near  the 
Infirmary,  and  an  office  called  the  Exchequer  within  the  yard,  where- 
in he  received  the  rents  of  the  monastery  lands,  &c.  All  the  other 
officials  rendered  to  him  their  accounts,  and  he  paid  all  wages 
outgoings,  &c. 

The  Lecturer. — He  read  portions  of  Scripture,  or  of  the  lives  of  the 
Saints,  or  some  old  monastic  legends,  at  collation  in  the  Refectory. 
He  wore  the  habit  of  the  professed,  and  went  about  lecturing  or 
expounding  the  canon  law  to  seculars. 

The  Master  of  the  Novices. — Was  chosen  by  the  Prior,  and  had 
the  entire  management  and  instruction  of  the  Novices.  He  was 
generally  an  aged  man,  but  was  always  the  most  learned  and  diligent 
in  the  convent. 

The  Janitor  or  Porter. — Was  invariably  a  man  of  mature  age  and 
unblameable  Hfe.  He  had  two  meals  a  day,  with  beer  and  certain 
valuable  fees  and  privileges.  He  was  to  be  present  at  the  Chapter^ 
Mass,  Vespers,  and  Matins  ;  and  when  the  bell  tolled  for  Complins  at 
curfew  time,  he  locked  the  outer  gates,  and  took  the  keys  to  the 
Abbot  or  Prior.  He  lay  at  night  in  a  little  hut  or  cabin  near  the 
gate.  He  had  a  deputy  who  was  never  absent  when  his  master  went 
with  messages,  or  to  announce  visitors. 

The  Obedientiaries. — These  were  certain  officials  under  the  Abbot  or 
Prior,  who  did  not  generally  bear  very  good  characters,  and  who 
were  appointed  through  favour,  or  by  purchase. 

Among  the  minor  officials,  we  find  the  Master  of  the  Common-house, 
who  superintended  the  small  comforts  allowed  to  the  monks,  and  who 
took  charge  of  the  office  from  which  he  received  his  title ;  the  Regis- 
trarius  or  Cancellarius,  who  attended  to  the  correspondence ;  the 
Vigilarius,  who  awakened  the  monks  ;  the  Actuarius,  who  was  the 
historian  of  the  monastery;  the  Explorator,  who  was  a  kind  of 
watchman,  searching  the  cloisters  and  precincts  after  the  monks  had 
retired  to  the  Dormitory;  the  Operarius,  who  was  the  chief  or  fore- 
man of  the  operatives  who  did  the  repairs  and  restorations,  and  who 
had  under  him  several  clever  artisans  ;  the  Virgultarius  or  Or- 
eharder,  who  superintended  the  harvesting  of  the  orchards,  the 
storing  of  the  fruit,  and  the  distribution  of  it  as  needed ;  the  Por- 
carius,  who  attended  to  the  pig-yard,  and  was,  in  fact,  the  monastic 
swineherd ;  the  Granaterius,  or  keeper  of  the  garners,  who  received, 
had  charge  of,  and  distributed,  all  the  wheat,  barley,  and  malt ;  the 
Terrier  of  the  House,  who  attended  to  the  horses  of  the  guests ;  the 
Lardenarius,  or  keeper  of  the  larder,  together  with  various  bakers, 
sub-bakers,  gardeners,  and  others.  In  short,  for  every  mean  employ- 
ment proper  officers  were  appointed,  who,  in  most  instances,  had  again 
secondaries  or  assistants  under  them. 

Of  the  brethren  in  general,  we  have  already  said  so  much,  that 
little  remains  to  be  written.  But  it  were  well  here  to  state  that 
every  convent  was  divided  into  three  grades,  forms,  or  divisions,  as 
follows : — 

1st.  Sempectce,  being  those  who  had  passed  the  age  of  50,  who 
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were  allowed  chambers  in  the  infirmary,  with  a  Junior  for  a  com- 
panion, and  a  boy  to  wait  upon  them.  This  class  passed  to  and  fro 
unrestricted. 

2nd.  Hie  Senion,  or  those  who  were  between  the  ages  of  40  and 
50,  and  who  were  exempt  from  the  offices  of  the  Almonry^  Kitchen, 
Cellar,  and  other  mean  ones. 

3rd.  The  Juniors,  who  up  to  the  twenty-fourth  year  of  their  pro- 
fession bore  all  the  burthens  of  the  Choir,  Cloister,  and  Refector>/,  and 
for  the  next  sixteen  years  were  exonerated  from  the  duties  of 
Chantries,  -Epistle,  Gospel,  and  other  similar  labours.  After  the  last 
period,  they  undertook  the  important  business  of  their  convent. 

To  these  divisions  must  be  added  the  Xovices,  who,  for  two  years, 
were  but  students,  acquiring  the  learning  and  the  bent  necessary  for 
the  Professed,  and  who,  during  the  Novitiate,  did  not  wear  the  Ton- 
sure of  a  monk ;  and  the  Boys,  who  were  taught  writing,  reading,  and 
singing,  but  who  were  educated  not  only  for  the  requirements  of  the 
conventual  Choir,  but  through  good  will,  and  out  of  charity  to  the 
poor  tenants  or  adherents  of  the  monks. 


SECTIOX   Y. 
tTfKir  ilHcrtts  antr  demerits. 

We  have  already  sufficiently  testified  on  behalf  of  '  the  Monks  of 
Old,'  that  they  indisputably  were  the  great  inventors  and  foster- 
nurses  of  Art,  Literature,  and  Science.  And,  in  addition,  that 
throughout  those  Ages — haply  misnamed  Dark  because  we  know 
little  about  them — they  were  the  gentle,  but  by  no  means  weak,  an- 
tagonists to  tyranny ;  the  then  only  real  working  philosophers  and 
philanthropists,  doing  good  in  a  practical  way  everywhere  over  the 
broad  surface  of  the  globe. 

In  the  rehef  of  indigence,  their  most  inveterate  accusers  and 
condemners  admit  they  in  no  way  fell  short.  But  their  foes  must  go 
farther  than  this.  They  must  allow  that  as  architects,  as  glass 
painters,  as  mosaic  workers,  as  carvers  in  wood  and  metal,  the  monks 
were  the  great  precursors  of  all  that  has  since  been  accompHshed  in 
Christian  Art.  This  can  be  evidenced  beyond  all  dispute ;  for  in  the 
monasteries  still  existing  abroad,  may  be  seen  crosses,  candlesticks, 
and  reliquaries,  many  of  splendid  workmanship,  and  of  the  era  of 
the  foundation  of  the  buildings  which  contain  them,  while  their 
mosaics,  carvings,  and  paintings,  display  the  state  of  the  arts  in  the 
early  periods  to  which  we  refer.* 

Let  those  who  doubt,  too,  the  charity,  humility,  and  good  sense  of 
the  higher  order  of  '  the  Monks  of  Old,'  jDeruse  as  an  interesting 
curiosity  the  Testament  of  St.  Francis,  to  be  found  among  the  Cotton 
MSS.  in  the  British  Museum. 

The  clerical  claim  on  behalf  of  the  old  monasteries  was,  that  the 
goods  of  their  houses  were  the  goods  of  the  poor  : — "  Bonum  pau' 

*  Curzon'a  '  ^loaasterics  in  the  Levant.' 
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perum,  et  non  regiim  neque  nohiliumJ'  And,  certainly,  tliis  noble 
eleemosynary  precept  appears  to  have  been,  for  the  most  part,  nobly 
fuimied. 

Much,  that  has  been  said  and  written  of  the  wealth  of  the 
monastic  bodies  needs  correction.  By  far  the  greater  proportion  of 
them,  at  the  time  of  the  suppression,  were,  on  the  contrary,  poor. 
The  mendicant  sectaries,  the  most  numerous  in  this  country,  lived, 
as  their  title  impKes,  by  alms  and  endowments  limited  to  a  degree. 
There  were  none  truly  rich,  save  the  ancient  orders  of  monks,  properly 
so  called,  such  as  the  Benedictines  and  Cistercians ;  while  even  among 
them  there  were  monasteries  greatly  impoverished,  especially  by  the 
commende.  Christians  of  all  ranks  and  times  have  given,  and  given 
much,  to  these  religious  institutions ;  and  while  they  enriched  one, 
they  failed  not  to  nourish  and  raise  up  others.  The  munificence  of 
kings  assured  the  existence  of  many  great  and  noble  Abbeys, 
which  served  at  once  for  the  storing  of  Archives,  the  giving  of 
Sanctuary,  the  holdiug  of  Councils  and  Parliaments,  and  for  the 
Sepulchre  of  Dynasties.  The  treasures  of  the  monks,  while  so  much 
over-rated,  were  nevertheless  legitimate  acquisitions ;  and  were,  as 
was  by  no  means  mendaciously  asserted,  "  the  offerings  of  the  faith- 
ful, the  patrimony  of  the  poor,  and  the  ransom  of  souls." 

Imperfect  'the  Monks  of  Old'  certainly  were;  they  were  frail 
men,  attempting  prematurely  to  clothe  themselves  in  a  higher 
nature.  But  sacrifice  was,  undoubtedly,  the  grand  principle  of  their 
rule,  and  one  which,  in  England,  for  some  eight  centuries,  they  very 
fairly  carried  out.*  Eude  ideas,  barbarous  society,  Egyptian  super- 
stitions, and  the  Eoman  Catholic  religion,  solve  all  the  errors  of 
Monachism.f  We  may,  perhaps,  not  unfairly  assert  that  it  was  an 
institution  founded  upon  the  first  principles  of  religious  virtue, 
wrongly  understood  and  wrongly  directed. 

Among  the  gravest  accusations  from  time  to  time  urged  against 
the  monks,  and  the  system  they  represented,  must  be  enumerated 
the  following :  That  Gluttony  and  Lasciviousness  were  their  princi- 
pal faults  ;  that  Avarice  was  not  uncommon  among  them  ;  that  there 
was  no  true  honouiing  of  God  in  spirit  and  verity  ;  that  sometimes 
they  were  ambitious,  persecuting,  and  abominably  superstitious ; 
that  they  were  great  instruments  of  sedition  ;  that  their  continually 
taking  renice  (pardon  for  the  omission  of  duties) ,  and  calling  on  the 
Hierarchies  of  Heaven,  were  hypocritical  absurdities  ;  that  theii'  up- 
holding Sanctuary  was  a  wilful  conniving  at  the  greatest  crimes ; 
that  they  were  great  cheats  and  impostors,  exposing  among  their 
most  famed  reliquaries  such  things  as  the  Holy  Shroud  which  enrolled 
the  Saviour's  body  after  it  was  taken  from  the  cross,  the  hair  of  the 
Holy  Yirgin,  holy  roods,  which  wept,  or  spoke,  or  bled,  miractJous 
oils,  or  water,  or  herbs,  which  were  asserted  to  cure  all  ailments ; 
that  they  ordered  masses  to  be  sung  for  the  dead,  in  order  that  they 
might  enrich  themselves  with  the  fees ;  that  they  asserted  that  from 
the  graves  of  their  principal  saints  miraculous  oils  and  perfumes 
arose ;   that  Jesus  Christ  himself  taught  St.  Catherine  of  Sienna  to 

*  Fronde's  Hist,  of  England.  t  Fosbrooke's  '  Bntish  Mon.' 
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read ;  that  all  tlieir  conduct  was  ordered  by  expediency,  a  common 
saying  among  them  being,  "  F rust  r a  fit  per  plura,  quod  fieri  potest  per 
pauciora,"  or,  "  It  is  folly  to  go  about,  when  there  lies  a  short  cut 
before  US;"  that  they  established  confraternities,  who  professed  to 
pray  for  and  achieTe  the  rehef  of  souls  in  purgatory,  but  who  were 
little  better  than  swindlers  ;  that  their  doctrine  of  purgatory  was 
more  established  for  the  profit  of  the  living  than  for  the  comfort  of 
the  dead ;  that  they  were  idolators  of  Mammon  ;  that  their  highest 
officials  were  eiieminate  and  wanton ;  that  they  were  ever  uttering 
vicious  and  faulty  arguments,  and  that  they  were  altogether  blinded 
by  their  interests  and  passions. 

The  cynical  and  querulous  Barclay,  in  his  '  Ship  of  Fooles/  page 
119,  thus  writes  of  these  monks  : — 

"  The  Abbot  and  Prior,  and  also  their  Convent, 
Are  so  blinded  with  unhappy  covetise. 
That  with  their  own  can  they  not  be  content. 
But  to  have  more  they  always  meanes  devise 
Yea,  in  so  much  that  some  "have  found  a  gyse 
To  fa^-ne  their  brethren  taken  in  captivitie, 
That  "they  may  be^ge  so  by  authoritie. 
They  fayiie  miracles,  where  non  were  ever  done 
And"  aU  for  lucre ;    some  other  range  about 
To  gather  and  begge  with  some  fayned  pardon. 
And  at  the  ale-house  at  night  aU  drinketh  out. 
So  run  these  beggars  in  company  rowte, 
By  streetes,  tavernes,  towns,  and  villages, 
Ko  place  can  well  be  free  of  their  outrages. 
Some  begge  for  buildings,  some  for  reliques  newe 
Of  holy  Saintes,  of  countries  farre  and  strange ; 
And  with  their  wordes  fayned  and  untrue. 
For  cause  of  lucre  about  they  runne  and  range : 
But  in  a  simple  village,  farme,  or  grange, 
Whereat  these  beggars  most  simple  men  may  finde. 
With  their  false  bones  as  reUckes,  they  them  blinde." 

According  to  the  famous  Black  Book  of  the  Monasteries,  which, 
was  prepared  by  Commissioners  appointed  to  visit  and  enquire 
into  the  state  of  the  rehgious  houses,  and  which  was,  in  the 
year  1536,  laid  upon  the  table  of  the  House  of  Commons,  it  is  quoted 
from  an  authority*  that  a  large  proportion  of  the  monks  resident  in 
England  were  hving  in  habits  of  dissoluteness.  It  also  declared  the 
monastic  system  to  be  in  ruins.  It  was  upon  that  book,  or  series  of 
reports,  that  the  first  Act  of  Dissolution  (27  Hen.  8,  cap.  28),  was 
passed.  Among  the  many  reports  to  be  found  in  this  '  Book,'  is 
one  by  John  Hales,  private  secretary  to  Sir  Thomas  Cromwell,  con- 
taining the  following  passage : — "  According  to  your  pleasure  and 
commandment,  the  papistical  denne  of  idle  and  utterly  unlearned 
beasts  at  Soulbie  is  broken  up  and  dispersed,  and  your  servant  is  in 
possession."  There  is  another  from  one  Doctor  Richard  La3i:on  to 
the  same  personage,  running  after  this  fashion  : — "  At  Le'n'is  I  found 
corruption  of  both  kinds— e<  quod  pejus  est  traturas.  The  superior 
hath  confessed  to  me  treason  in  his  preaching.  ...  At  Battle 
I  found  the  Abbot  and  all  his  Convent,  saveing  one  or  two,  great  day- 
lay  sinners  and  traiturs.  The  Abbot  is  the  varaste  hayve  betle  and 
bu^rde  and  the  arrants  chorle  that  ever  I  see  in  all  other  places 

*  Strype'6  ilemoriels. 


where  as  I  come,  especially  tlie  black  sort  of  devilisli  moriks.  Surely 
I  thiak  tliey  be  past  amendment,  and  tliat  God  hath  utterly  -with- 
drawn his  grace  from  them."  * 

One  author  says  : — "  By  the  acquisition,  and,  in  some  respects,  the 
enjoyment,  or  at  least,  ostentation,  of  immense  riches,  the  ancient 
monastic  orders  had  forfeited  much  of  the  public  esteem." f  And 
again  — "  That  their  extreme  licentiousness  was  sometimes  hardly 
concealed  by  the  cowl  of  sanctity."  And  once  more — "  That  in  the 
very  best  view,  however,  that  can  be  taken  of  monasteries,  their 
existence  is  deeply  injurious  to  the  general  morals  of  a  nation."  And 
yet  once  more  — "That  their  frauds,  however,  were  less  atrocious 
than  the  savage  bigotry  with  which  they  maintained  their  own  system 
and  infected  the  laity." 

But,  for  all  these  sweeping  charges,  there  were  most  certainly 
many  monasteries,  and  very  many  more  monks,  to  wliich  and  to 
whom  these  multitudinous  eiTors  and  reproaches  did  in  no  way  apply. 

Time  has,  however,  flown  by ;  the  victims  of  the  system  have  all 
been  long,  long  since  swept  away  ;  death,  and  ruin,  and  insolvency, 
have  rolled  over  them,  and  they  are  gone  down  to  the  bottom  of  the 
social  scale,  out  of  sight  and  out  of  hearing.  The  day  of  mourning 
has  even  long  since  passed,  and,  in  England,  '  the  Monks  of  Old ' 
are  looked  back  upon  as  a  lost  species,  of  whom  fossil  bones  reappear 
from  time  to  time,  exciting  curiosity,  and,  withal,  a  share  of  unde- 
served repugnance.  Despoiled  and  proscribed,  they  no  longer  hold 
a  place  in  history  -among  the  living,  though  their  ancient  spirit, 
their  antique  grandeur,  the  high  position  they  once  held  in  the 
destinies  of  the  world,  and  their  indomitable  labours  in  the  cause  of 
Christianity  and  civilization,  rear  for  them  throughout  Christen- 
dom, and  will  throughout  all  time,  an  indestructible,  ineffaceable 
monument. 

The  great  body  of  men,  however,  who,  during  so  many  early  ages, 
peopled  the  monasteries,  and  recruited  the  permanent  army  of  prayer 
and  charity,  rendered  to  science,  to  literature,  and  agriculture, 
services  the  benefits  of  which  we  of  modern  times  still  reap.  The 
constant  prosperity  of  conventual  lands,  the  excellence  of  the  methods 
of  culture,  and  the  good  rendered  to  the  peasants,  by  these  indus- 
trious, persevering,  and  always  resident  proprietors,  who  consecrated 
the  greater  portion  of  their  revenues  to  the  culture  and  improvement 
of  their  patrimony,  testify  the  early — aiid,  therefore,  as  ensamples, 
the  lasting — benefits  given  to  agriculture.  The  many  Kterary  and 
scientific  embers  of  monastic  erudition,  congregated  as  time-eternal 
specimens  in  many  foreign  and  home  museums,  should  efiectually 
typify  to  the  minds  of  modem  sceptics  that  to  the  monk  we  owe  most 
of  the  unmatched  blessings  of  literary  and  scientific  life.  Added  to 
these  originating  blessings  is  that  bugbear  of  modern  times,  educa- 
tion. The  monasteries  of  old  were  the  great  school-houses  of  study 
and  knowledge;  their  cowled  and  robed  indwellers  the  bearers  of 
the  illimiinating  torch.  Within  these  despised  and  desecrated  walls, 
too,  did  heavenly  charity  reign  sovereign  queen.      "  Weep  with  the 

*  Brit.  Mns.  Ays.  Ca.  No.  4160.    Art.  13. 
t  Hallaiu's  '  Lilddle  Ages,'  vol.  ii.  p.  5, 
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tmliappy,"  instructed  St.  Colomba.  It  was  a  precept  always  borne 
in  mind.  It  was  not  merely  in  giving  alms  and  bestowing  a  practical 
generosity  and  hospitality  that  they  were  alone  famed ;  but  it  was 
equally  for  their  benign  and  paternal  sympathy,  their  active  and 
cordial  interest  in  the  people,  that  still  causes  their  name  to  be 
revered  in  those  parts  of  the  world  where  gratitude  and  regret  are 
not  unknown  quaUties.  What  nobly  said  St.  Bernard, — the  man  who 
shed  much  unmatched  glory  over  the  frock  of  the  monk, — "  The 
friendship  of  the  poor  constitutes  us  the  friends  of  kings  ;  but  the 
love  of  poverty  makes  kings  of  us  ?  "  Was  it  not  amid  the  cloisters 
of  the  monk  that  the  Christian  rebels  against  the  abuses  of  power 
sought  a  haven  ?  There  the  victims  of  tyranny,  of  injustice,  and  of 
all  the  excesses  of  human  power,  found  a  safe  asylimi.  There,  too, 
was  a  sepulchre  not  only  for  the  kings,  the  nobles,  and  the  great  men 
of  earth,  but  one  also  for  the  feeble,  the  lowly,  and  the  poor.  There 
slept  in  peace,  in  the  midst  of  perpetual  prayer,  the  exile,  the  outlaw, 
and  the  criminal.  From  the  very  dawn,  and  throughout  the  dura- 
tion, of  the  Christian  ages,  the  cloister  was  the  universal  and  mighty 
nursery  of  great  souls ;  while  its  most  brilliant  and  enduiing  glory 
was  the  vigorous  temper  it  gave  to  Christians,  the  fertile  and 
generous  discipline  which  it  imposed  upon  thousands  of  heroic  spirits. 
These  services  and  these  triimiphs,  great  and  immeasurable  as  they 
were,  attain  their  just  recognition  and  celebration  from  a  benefited 
posterity  only  under  the  survey  of  history. 

For  where  now  are  all  these  much  abused,  yet  much  to  be  com- 
mended institutions  ?  What  has  betided  the  magnificent  structures 
which,  in  so  many  different  parts  of  the  metropoHs,  upreared  their 
lofty  towers  and  carved  minarets  to  the  sky  ?  Where  flows  now  that 
fountain  of  pure  and  inoffensive  happiness  once  welling  so  abundantly 
within  their  consecrated  walls  ?  Whither  pours  now  that  generous 
stream  of  perfect  charity,  sympathy,  and  goodwill  which  had  flowed 
through  ages  in  waves  of  incessant  and  fruitfid  fluctuation  ?  Where 
are  the  fair  and  noble  churches  which  so  many  generations  of  our 
forefathers  frequented,  to  seek  consolation,  courage,  and  strength  to 
contend  against  the  evils  of  life  ?  Where,  oh  where,  are  those  cloisters 
that  offered  ever  a  safe  and  noble  asylum  to  all — where  every  science 
was  promoted,  every  art  perfected — where  the  hungry  were  always 
satisfied,  the  naked  clothed,  the  miserable  comforted,  the  ignorant 
instructed  ?  Where  are  they  all  gone  ?  They  are  evermore  ruined, 
exhausted,  dried  up,  dismantled,  and  destroyed.  A  mighty  interdict 
was  suddenly  cast  upon  their  world  of  beauty,  piety,  generosity  and 
usefulness.  Their  Carthusian  world  of  peaceful  sanctity,  of  king- 
protecting  intercession,  of  penitence  and  benediction,  of  industry  and 
philanthropy,  was  signed  away, — swept  from  the  broad  expanse  of 
the  metropoUs,  through  an  insatiable  cupidity,  by  tyrants,  sophists, 
and  rhetoricians,  who  enriched  themselves  with  the  ill-gotten  spoil. 
Forth  went  the  cruel  and  mischievous  mandate,  and  the  hand  of  the 
destroyer  smote  one  and  all,  both  great  and  small.  Few  are  the 
ruins  left  in  the  present  century  to  attest  the  glories  that  have  been, 
and  those  few,  stained  by  a  thousand  ignoble  profanations,  subsist 
merely  as  monuments  of  ruin  and  foUy.     The  inoffensive  dwellers 


378  APPENDIX. 

amid  tliose  numerous  cenobitical  houses  were  scattered  as  cliaff 
before  the  wiud  ;  some  condemned  to  apostacy,  others  to  martjTdom, 
and  the  greater  part  to  expatriation ;  while  cattle  ruminated  in  their 
roofless  vestibules  and  ruined  cloisters,  and  eat  grass  beside  their 
overthrown  altars.  Denounced  for  their  disorders,  abuses,  and 
scandals,  uncredited  with  the  inappreciable  benefits  they,  had  through 
centuries  bestowed  on  mankind,  '  the  Monks  of  Old '  were,  in 
England,  amid  the  moral  volcano  that  of  a  sudden  ravaged  the 
Christian  world,  placed  imder  the  ban  of  humanity,  seized  in  their 
cells,  expelled  from  their  lawful  dwelling-places,  robbed  of  their 
patrimony,  and  cast  forth  as  vagabonds  and  outlaws,  without  asylum, 
and  without  resource,  upon  the  world. 

But  even  though  it  was  necessary  in  Protestant  England  to  con- 
fiscate and  suppress  the  monasteries,  why  should  the  exquisitely- 
wrought  buildings  have  been  overthrown,  and  not  one  stone  left 
standing  on  another?  The  ruins  might  at  least  have  been  preserved, 
so  that  future  generations  might  have  been  permitted  to  behold  their 
funereal  beauty,  —  the  remains  of  a  one-time  inimitable  art  and 
subhme  architecture.  Vandahsm  only  paused  when  there  was 
nothing  left  to  overtlirow  and  crumble  down. 
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SECTION  I. 
EntroUuction. 


Our  space  vnR  not  admit  of  our  doing  more  tlian  referring  mosfc 
cursorily  to  the  majority  of  the  many  monasteries  within  and  around 
the  ancient  city,  during  the  zenith  of  their  prosperity,  in  the  early 
part  of  the  sixteenth  century,  just  ere  the  axe  of  the  grasping, 
unscrupulous  king  was  laid  to  the  root  of  the  memorable  time- 
honoured  tree  of  Monachism. 

The  number  of  those  mansions — wherein  dwelt  the  Paladins  of 
moral  and  intellectual  manhood,  '  The  Monks  of  Old,'  termed  as 
they  have  been  indifferently,  Milites  Christi,  Chevaliers  de  VEglise  and 
Clicvalene  de  Dieu — amounted  to  nearly  fifty  of  the  first  class  ;  the 
second  or  lower  class  being  much  more  numerous,  but  with  the  latter 
we  shall  not,  at  least  in  the  present  work,  deal. 

In  the  following  epitome,  we  shall  divide  the  various  monastic 
corporations  or  iustitutions  into  different  heads,  adopting  the  several 
denominations  by  which  they  were  knovvTi,  viz. : — Abbeys  or  Con- 
vents, Priories,  Friaries,  Nunneries,  Colleges,  Hospitals,  and  Frater- 
nities or  Guilds. 


SECTION  II. 
Z1)t  'abbcps  or  CTon&cnts  of  J^onks. 

St.  Saviour's. — This  abbey,  situate  near  Sti  John's  Court,  in  Ber- 
mondsey,  was  founded  in  the  year  1082,  by  Alwin  Child,  a  citizen  of 
London,  for  an  order  known  as  Cluniacs.  The  foundation,  with  all 
the  benefactions  pertaining  thereto,  was  subsequently  confii-med  by 
the  charter  of  "William  Eufus,  who  likewise  conferred  upon  the  prior 
and  monks  the  Manor  of  Bermondsey,  and  at  his  own  cost  erected 
a  beautiful  and  spacious  conventual  church,  for  the  use  and 
accommodation  of  the    monks.     This,   however,    being   at  first  a 
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priory,  and  an  offshoot  of  one  in  France,  was,  amongst  other  foreign 
foundations  in  England,  sequestered  by  Edward  -yie  Third  in  the 
year  1371,  who  appointed  Richard  Denton,  an  ^Bnghshman,  prior 
thereof.  In  consideration  whereof,  and  of  the  sum  of  two  hundred 
marks,  Richard  the  Second  demised  the  same  in  the  year  1380. 
This  priory,  in  the  year  1399,  was  converted  into  an  abbey,  when 
Pope  Boniface  named  John  Attelborough  the  first  abbot  thereof. 
This  house  was  surrendered  in  the  year  1539,  and  shortly  after 
destroyed  by  Sir  Thomas  John  Pope,  to  whom  it  was  granted. 
Attached  to  this  abbey  was  a  dock,  called  "  Savory's  Dock,"  and  a 
valuable  mill.     Its  revenues  amounted  annually  to  £474  14s.  ^^d. 

Eastminster. — Otherwise  denominated  New  Abbey,  Grace  Abbey, 
or  the  Abbey  of  the  Graces,  was  founded  in  East  Smithfield  by  King 
Edward  the  Third,  in  1359,  for  Cistercians.  It  was  situated  to  the 
north-east  of  the  Tower,  and  without  the  walls,  and  was  possessed 
by  several  charters  of  the  manors  of  Gravesend,  of  Poplar,  and 
of  several  others  in  Kent;  also  of  rents  ia  Woolwich.  It  had  a 
special  charter  from  Edward  the  Third.  And  by  a  patent  of  Henry 
the  Fourth,  it  became  farther  enriched  by  divers  manors  in  the 
counties  of  Somerset,  Devon  and  Cornwall.  This  house  was  made 
subject  to  that  of  BeauHeu,  whose  abbot  first  presided  over  its 
destinies.  A  fair  was  granted  to  be  held  here  by  Henry  the  Third, 
from  "  the  Eve  of  Pentecost  to  the  octaves  of  the  Trinity  !"  At  the 
general  suppression,  its  annual  income  was  returned  at  £546  10s. 
It  was  surrendered  in  the  year  1539.  In  a  short  space  the  monastery 
was  utterly  razed,  and  with  the  ground  thereunto  attached  converted 
into  a  market,  surrounded  by  numerous  tenements. 

The  Chartreuse. — Was  founded  iu  Smithfield  for  Carthusians  in  the 
year  1371,  by  Sir  Walter  Manny,  in  honour  of  God  and  the  Virgin 
Mary,  as  we  are  told,  and  by  the  appellation  of  "  The  Salutation  of 
the  Mother  of  God."  The  title  of  Charter-house  is  a  corruption  of 
the  French  appellative  Chartreux,  that  being  the  designation  of  the 
place  where  the  first  Carthusian  monk  founded  his  order  in  France, 
for  which  reason  ah  Carthusian  converts  were  styled  and  known  as 
Chartreux.  Sir  Walter  Manny,  who  was  a  most  successful  com- 
mander during  the  French  wars  under  the  third  Edward,  first 
intended  to  found  a  coUege  for  a  warden,  dean,  and  twelve  secular 
priests,  but  thereafter  changing  his  design,  he,  ia  conjunction  with 
Northburgh,  Bishop  of  London,  founded  a  priory  for  twenty-four 
monks  of  the  above  rigid  order.  The  London  Charter-house  monks 
bore  a  high  reputation  for  sanctity,  and  from  all  we  can  glean  de- 
served it.  Froude  says  it  was  the  best  ordered  house  in  England. 
The  last  prior  but  one,  John  Houghton,  subscribed  to  the  king's 
supremacy  in  1534  ;  but  was  soon  after  tried,  convicted,  and  executed 
for  his  opposition  to  the  royal  vdll.  Three  years  afterwards  Wilham 
Trafford,  the  last  prior,  subscribed  to  the  royal  supremacy.  It  was 
suppressed  ia  1538,  when  its  revenue  amounted  to  £642  0*.  4^d.  It 
was  thereupon  conferred  upon  Sir  Thomas  Audley,  speaker  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  By  royal  letter  patent  of  22nd  June,  I6II, 
subsequently  confirmed  in  1628,  by  Act  of  Parliament,  a  hospital  for 
pensioners  and  scholars,  was  founded  and  estabhshed  by  Thomas 
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Sutton,  citizen  and  girdler,  of  London,  by  whom  it  liad  been  pur- 
cliased  and  fitted  up  at  a  cost  of  £20,000.  In  addition  to  which 
munificent  outlay,  Sutton  endowed  this  foundation  with  fifteen 
manors  and  other  lands,  yielding  yearly  the  sum  of  £4493  19s.  lOd. 
West/uinster. — Immemoiially  known,  this  great  ecclesiastical  struc- 
ture, established  on  the  grandest  scale,  was  the  most  ancient,  the 
wealthiest,  the  most  powerful,  the  most  extensive,  and  most  fre- 
quented of  all  those  wondroiis  and  niimerous  cenobitical  institutions 
which,  at  the  period  of  our  chronicle,  and  for  centuries  previously,  had 
made  England  the  very  paradise  of  monachism.  Of  the  foundation 
of  this  stately  structui'e,  we  have  many  varied  and  some  absurd 
accounts.  By  one  it  has  been  attempted  to  be  palmed  on  no  less 
illustrious  a  personage  than  St.  Peter,  to  whom  it  was  dedicated. 
This  pious  fraud  was  attempted  by  Abbot  Wulfine,  in  the  reign  of 
Edward  the  Confessor.  Another  account  refers  it  to  the  imaginary 
reign  of  King  Lucius.  In  the  uncertainty  that  prevails  on  the 
subject,  we  cannot  do  better  than  adopt  the  solution  given  by  most 
of  the  old  historical  commentators,  and  attribute  the  foundation  of 
this  lordly  abbey  to  Sebert,  king  of  the  Saxons,  about  the  year  610. 
It  was  reared,  quoths  Legend,  on  the  ruins  of  a  temple  dedicated 
by  the  heathen  Saxons  to  ApoUo,  that  was  flung  down  by  an 
earthquake.  The  spot  on  which  this  sumptuous  structure  was  btdlt, 
was  a  waste  of  land  known  as  Thornie  Island,  from  its  being  over- 
run with  thorns  and  briars,  and  from  its  insulation  by  a  curving 
branch  of  the  Thames,  known  as  Long  Ditch.  Like  many  another 
of  its  sacred  order,  it  was  destroyed  by  the  pagan  Danes,  and  subse- 
quently rebuilt  in  the  year  958  by  King  Edgar,  who  by  charter  in 
969,  richly  endowed  it,  granting  it  many  ample  privileges.  A  few 
years  later  it  was  agara  subjected  to  the  ruthless  ravages  of  the 
Danes,  but  was  afterwards  restored  with  more  than  its  original 
splendour  by  Edward  the  Confessor,  during  the  period  inter- 
vening between  the  years  1049  and  1066.  It  was  consecrated  by 
this  king  with  great  pomp  and  solemnity,  and  by  his  charters  con- 
firmed in  all  its  ancient  rights  and  privileges.  He  Hkewise  endowed 
it  with  additional  manors,  and  granted  it  still  greater  immunities. 
In  addition  to  these  benefits,  he  assigned  to  it,  by  special  charter, 
the  great  privilege  of  sanctuary.  WilHam  the  Conqueror  was 
crowned  herein,  and  thus  set  an  example,  which  has  since  been 
rigidly  observed  in  all  subsequent  reigns.  William  was  a  great 
benefactor  to  the  abbey,  granting  it,  during  his  reign,  no  less 
than  sixteen  charters.  Henry  the  Third  erected  a  chapel  at  the  east 
end,  and  dedicated  it  to  the  Virgin  Mary,  the  first  stone  of  which 
•was  laid  in  the  year  1221.  The  principal  buHding  having,  during 
this  reign,  shown  manifest  signs  of  decay,  Henry  caused  the  greater 
portion  of  it  to  be  taken  down,  and,  after  great  expense  and  labour, 
he  carried  on  the  rebuilding  of  the  same  during  a  period  of  twenty- 
seven  years.  He  did  not  live  to  complete  the  magnificent  design  he 
had  in  contemplation.  Indeed,  it  is  pretty  generally  asserted  that  it 
was  not  fuUy  finished,  even  to  its  present  incomplete  state,  until  the 
reign  of  Henry  VII.,  who,  in  the  year  1502,  caused  the  chapel  of  the 
Virgin  Mary,  and  a  tavern  adjoining,  to  be  pulled  down,  and  on  the 
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site  thereof  lie  erected  tlie  present  stately  and  magnificent  edifice, 
denominated  Henry  VII.'s  Chapel.  The  two  western  towers  were 
not  folly  completed  nutil  after  the  Reformation;  while  the  great 
central  tower,  a  part  of  the  original  grand  design,  remains,  to  the 
shame  of  the  metropolis,  imreared  to  the  present  day.  Henry  III., 
to  whom,  as  we  have  shown,  we  are  so  much  indebted  for  this  peer- 
less jewel  amid  onr  public  edifices,  granted  in  the  year,  1257  by 
charter  to  the  Abbot  and  Convent  of  Westminster,  the  right  of 
holding  a  weekly  market  or  fair.  Edward  I.,  as  a  memento  of  his 
having  reduced  Scotland,  brought  from  thence  in  the  year  1296  the 
famous  block  of  marble  whereon  from  time  immemorial  the  Scottish 
kings  had  been  crowned,  and  on  which  was  engraven  this  distich — 

"  Ni  fallatfatum,  Scoti  hunc  quocunque  locatum 
luveniunt  lapidem,  regnare  tenenter  ibidem." 

Edward  caused  this  stone  to  be  fixed  beneath  a  large  wooden  chair, 
which  has  been  ever  since  used  as  the  coronation  seat  of  our  kings 
and  queens.  In  the  year  1352,  Westminster  Avas,  by  Act  of  Parha- 
ment,  constituted  one  of  the  then  ten  towns  of  England  where  mar- 
kets for  the  sale  of  staple  commodities  were  to  be  perpetually  held. 
The  territories  of  this  lordly  Abbey  extended  far  beyond  the  limits 
known  by  its  name.  They  compassed  on  one  side  alone  the  whole 
distance  between  Chelsea  and  Whitehall,  then  known  as  York  Plouse, 
while  to  the  west  they  reached  as  far  as  Kensington,  including  the 
parishes  now  kno^vn  as  St.  George's,  St.  James's,  St.  Paul's,  and  St. 
Anne's,  and  the  entire  district  of  St.  Martin' s-in-the-fields.  In  ad- 
dition to  these  vast  territories,  were  the  outlying  manors  of  Hendon, 
Hampstead,  and  Paddington,  while  the  Kilburn  and  Clerkenwell 
nunneries  belonged  to  the  foundation  of  this  Abbey.  The  revenues, 
on  its  surrender  on  the  16th  January,  1539,  amounted  to 
£3,977  6s.  4f  c?.,  an  income  equal,  I  should  imagine,  at  the  present 
day,  to  one  of  £30,000,  or  upwards,  so  changed  is  the  price  of  land 
and  the  value  of  gold.  The  Abbey  narrowly  escaped  destruction, 
when,  in  the  fulness  of  power,  the  Protector  Somerset  ruled  over  the 
land.  It  is  a  well-ascertained  fact,  that  it  was  lois  design  to  have 
pulled  it  down,  and  to  have  applied  the  materials  towards  the  for- 
mation of  the  palace  he  was  erecting  in  the  Strand,  known  ever  since 
as  Somerset  House.  He  was  only  diverted  from  his  impious  intent 
by  the  large  bribe  of  not  fewer  tha.n  fourteen  manors.  From  1377 
to  1547,  the  Commons  of  England  held  most  of  their  Parliaments  in 
the  Super-Chapter  House  of  the  Abbey;  while  Henry  II.  breathed  his 
last  in  the  Jerusalem  Chamber,  which  then  formed  part  of  the  Abbot's 
lodgings.  No  space  could  sufficiently  do  justice  to  the  smnptuous 
glories  of  this  magnificent  ecclesiastical  structure.  Many  works  have 
been  written  upon  it,  and  to  them  must  we  refer  our  enquiring 
readers  for  fuller  details,  or  anything  approaching  a  complete  history 
of  it :  and  among  them,  to  a  Eomance  bearing  the  name  of  the 
Abbey  for  its  title — a  work  of  considerable  research. 
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SECTION   III. 
W)Z  priories. 

Elsing  Priory. — Was  situated  in  MoDLk-svell  Street,  close  beside 
the  cliurcli  of  St.  Elphege  or  St.  Alpliage,  whicli  indeed  is  a  remnant  of 
the  Priory.  It  became,  subsequent  to  the  Dissolution,  the  site  of  Sion 
College.  It  was  founded  ia  the  year  1329  by  "Wdliam  Elsing,  citizen 
and  mercer,  and  was  dedicated  by  him  to  St.  Mary — originally  for  a  col- 
lege of  seculars.  Bvit  in  the  year  1340  he  refounded  it  as  a  priory  for 
a  Prior  and  five  regular  canons  of  the  order  of  St.  Augustuie — this 
number  being  subsequently  increased.  A  part  of  the  conventual  church 
was,  after  its  sm*render  in  1 539,  made  part  of  the  present  parish  church ; 
the  porch  whereof,  with  its  sculptured  heads  and  pointed  arches, 
still  vouch  for  its  antiquity.  Its  revenues  amounted  to  £193  15s,  od., 
according  to  Dugdale,  and  to  £239   13s.  lie?.,  according  to  Speed. 

21ie  Holy  Trinity. — This  Priory,  otherwise  known  as  that  of  Christ 
Church  and  of  St.  Michael's,  and  which  was  designated  in  its  original 
charter  '  Prioratus  de  Crichurch,'  was  situated  near  Aldgate,  just  within 
the  walls  on  the  right  hand,  and  was  founded  by  Matilda,  daughter  of 
Malcolm,    king    of    Scotland,    and  queen  to  Henry   I.   of   England, 
generally  knovm  as  Queen  Maud,  in  the  year  1109,  for  regular  canons 
of  the  order  of  St.  Augustine.     Xorman  was  the  first  Prior,  and  is 
asserted  to  have  been  the  first  canon  regular  of  his  order  in  England. 
The  queen,  by  special  charter,  endowed  this  priory  with  a  yearly  sti- 
pend of  £25,  and  with  the  proceeds   of  the  port  of  Aldgate,  the 
receipts  fi-om  whence  were  no   doubt  considerable.     She  also  gave 
the  Prior  and  Convent  the  churches  of  Brackyng,  of  St.  Augustine 
Papy,  of  St.  Edmund's,  Lombard  Street,  and  of  Allhallows-on-the- 
Wall.      Several   subsequent    charters   were    granted  to  it  by  King 
Stephen,  Henry  II.,  and  others,  encreasing  its  buildings,  its  income, 
and  its  privileges.    In  process  of  time,  the  church  being  enlarged,  mag- 
nificently decorated,  and  possessed  of  a  peal  of  nine  well-timed  bells, 
and  the  Priory  otherwise  rich  in  lands  and  rentals,  it  became  one  of  the 
wealthiest  monastic  institutions  in  London,  surpassing  many  older  in 
foundation,  while  being  of  greater  pretension  as  regarded  its  extent  of 
buildings.     The  Land  and  Sol^en  of  the  Knighten  Guild — of  which 
more  hereafter — were  incorporated  with  this  priory.     To  give  an 
additional  authority  to  its  many  privileges,   its  Prior  was  always 
elected  alderman  of  Portsoken  ward.     History  records  that  these 
Priors  sat  and  rode  among  the  aldermen  of  London  in  the  same 
livery,   save  that  the  Prior's  was   "  after  the  shape  of  that  of  a 
spiritual  person."    The  Priors  were  very  hospitable,  and  feasted  both 
rich  and  poor  most  sumptuously.     It  was  the  first  of  the  religious 
houses  upon  which  the  grasping  Henry  set  his  fangs,  and  was  therefore 
the  first  dissolved.    It  was  surrendered  on  the  4th  of  February,  1531, 
and  by  Henry  YIII.  assigned  to  Sir  Thomas  Audley,  the  Speaker  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  afterwards  Lord  Chancellor,  who,  Uke  other 
Vandals  of  that  age,  razed  to  the  ground  the  handsome  church,  with 
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a,ll  its  sepuleliral  niormmeBts,  among  wliicli  were  those  to  Baldwin 
and  Matilda,  tlie  cMdren  of  King  Stephen,  and  the  whole  of  the 
conventual  buildings.  This  Priory  received  the  countenance 
of  the  Pope,  and  was  specially  commended  by  his  holiness  in  a 
charter  of  the  Cardinal  of  St.  Martin,  Legate  of  the  Apostolic  See. 
The  Pope,  too,  by  a  Bull,*  absolved  the  Prior  from  all  jurisdiction, 
even  from  that  of  the  king. 

St.  Bartholomew. — This  was  a  Prioiy  of  Black  Canons,  founded  by 
one  Kahere,  "  a  man  sprung  and  born  from  low  hynage,"  in  the  reign 
of  Henry  II.,  and  about  the  year  1102.  The  founder  was  minstrel 
to  Henry  I.,  and,  as  says  Stow,  "was  a  pleasant- witted  gentleman;" 
but,  wearying  of  that  vocation,  he  founded  this  celebrated  house,  and 
became  the  first  prior  of  his  own  foundation.  It  was  erected  on  the 
present  site  of  St.  Bartholomew's  Hospital — which  still  embraces 
many  interesting  parts  of  this  ancient  priory — on  a  "  right  unclean 
site ;  a  marsh,  dunge  and  fenny,  vdth  water  ever  abounding." 
Henry  II.  granted  to  him  and  his  canons  the  privilege  of  holding  for 
three  days,  viz.,  "  the  eve,  the  next  day,  and  the  morrow,"  of  Bar- 
tholomew-tide, an  annual  fair  within  their  own  precincts,  in  a  part 
known  as  Bartholomew  Close,  and  which  privilege  was  the  origia  of 
the  yearly  orgy  known  for  so  many  years  as  that  of  Bartholomew 
fair.  The  famous  Court  of  Pie-Powder  was  held  during  the  con- 
tinuance of  this  jubilee.  This  monastery,  with  its  somewhat  exten- 
Bive  precincts,  was  inclosed  on  all  sides  by  a  strong  wall,t  wherein, 
besides  all  the  numerous  monastic  ofiices,  was  a  large  garden,  a 
spacious  court,  an  extensive  cemetery,  the  mulberry  garden,  and  the 
famed  close.  The  same  founder,  Rahere,  originated  the  well- 
known  Hospital  of  similar  name,  on  a  plot  of  land  close  adjoining 
the  walls  of  the  Convent,  placing  the  management  and  government 
thereof  in  the  hands  of  the  authorities  of  the  Priory.  In  1410  the 
Priory  was  rebuilt,  considerably  enlarged,  and  became  a  magnificent 
structure.  It  was  surrendered  in  1539,  when  its  revenues  amounted 
to  the  sum  of  £653.  15«. 

St.  Mary  Overie. — So  called  from  being  dedicated  to  one  Mary, 
its  reputed  founder— the  daughter  of  the  ferryman,  whose  pence  were 
put  by  for  the  foundation  and  erection  —  and  from  Ijing  over  the  water 
in  Southwark.  It  was  founded  or  refounded  for  canons  regular  of  St. 
Augustine,  by  WiUiam  Pont  de  L'Arche,  and  WilHam  Dauncey, 
Norman  Knights  in  the  year  1106.15  Some  authorities  assert  this 
to  have  been  the  first  religious  house  in  London,  and  to  have  been 
founded  before  the  Conquest,  by  the  aforesaid  Mary,  a  virgin,  for 
Nuns  and  Sisters.  This  House  of  Sisters  was  afterwards,  by  S-vvithin, 
a  noble  lady,  converted  into  a  college  of  priests. :{:  The  ferry  was 
anciently  the  trajectus  of  the  Roman  military  way,  denominated 
Watling-street,  which  ran  on  the  west  side  of  old  Winchester  House, 
and  intersected  the  River  Thames  to  Dowgate.  This  priory  was 
destroyed  by  fire,  about  the  year  1207.  An  occasional  building  was 
thereupon  erected,  and  for  some  years  used,  until  in  the  year  1215, 


Stow.  t  '  Londini  Illuatrata. 

X  Strj-pe's  Stow,  vol.  ii.,  p.  773. 
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Peter  de  EupiLns,  otherwise  Peter  de  Eoclies,  Bishop  of  Winchester, 
remoTed  it  to  another  site,  near  at  hand,  called  the  Almerj,  and 
rebuilt  it  and  a  large  church,  with  considerable  splendour.  He  then 
dedicated  it  to  St.  Mary  Magdalen,  and  refounded  the  Priory  for 
canons  regular  by  endowing  it  with  the  annual  sum  of  £344.  The 
conyent  afterwards  became  very  poor,  so  much  so  that  the  prior  and 
canons  uttered  a  somewhat  memorable  public  reproach,*  which  pro- 
duced some  assistance.  The  monastic  buildings  during  this  reign 
of  poverty  becoming  sadly  impaired,  were  wholly  and  nobly  restored  by 
the  Poet  Gower,  towards  the  close  of  the  fourteenth  century.  He 
was  married  and  buried  here.  His  monument,  still  enshrined  in  the 
church,  is  weU  worthy  a  visit.  The  first  prior  was  Aldgod,  the 
last  Bartholomew  Linsted.  It  was  surrendered  in  October,  1540, 
when  its  revenues  amounted  to  £654.  6«.  6d.  The  church  was  pur- 
chased from  King  Henry  YIII.  by  the  parishioners,  with  the  assis- 
tance of  the  Bishop  of  Winchester,  and  thereafter  became  the 
parish  church  under  the  title  of  St.  Saviour's,  Southwark.  It  would 
appear  that  some  portion  of  the  conventual  buildings  in  the  reign  of 
James  I.  were  fashioned  into,  and  endowed  for  a  parish-school,  while 
other  parts,  including  the  '  Lady  Chapel,'  are  interwoven  into  the 
present  parish  church,  forming  a  rare  ecclesiastical  antiquity. 

St.  Mary  of  Bethdem. — Without  Bishop's  Gate,  on  the  east  side 
of  the  mere  or  moor  now  called  Moorfields,  and  in  the  parish  of 
St.  Botolph,  was  the  famous  Hospital  of  Bethelem,  or  House  of 
Bethlem-on-ilore,  vulgarly  termed  Bedlam,  originally  founded  as 
a  Priory  of  Canons  for  Brethren  and  Sisters  by  Simon  Fitz-Mary, 
one  of  the  sheriffs  of  London  in  the  year  1246.  The  founder  richly 
endowed  this  monastery  with  all  his  lands  in  the  parish  of  St. 
Botolph,  by  a  certain  deed  of  gift  still  extant.f  King  Edward  III., 
in  the  fourteenth  year  of  his  reign,  granted  a  protection  within  the  city 
for  the  brethren,  under  the  title  of  '  Militioe  heatce  Maries  fie  Bethlem.' 
It  was  surrendered  about  the  year  1546,  when  Henry  YIII.  gave  the 
buildings  to  the  city,  the  mayor  and  commonalty  having  previously 
purchased  the  patronage  of  it,  and  it  was  at  once  opened  as  a  hospital 
for  distracted  people.  Subsequently,  this  foundation  was,  on  account 
of  its  bad  situation,  limited  accommodation,  and  ruinous  condition, 
removed  to  a  large  structure  in  Moorfields,  a  portion  of  the  present 
handsome  building,  the  foundation  whereof  was  commenced  in  the 
year  1675. 

The  Priory  of  St.  John. — This  foundation  was  a  mere  branch  estab- 
lishment of  that  famed  and  mighty  order,  which  at  one  time  swayed 
the  destinies  of  the  world — the  Knights  Hospitallers  of  the  Order  of 
St.  John  of  Jerusalem,  who  were  otherwise  known  as  the  Knights  of 
Ehodes  and  Knights  of  Malta.  The  founder  of  this  house — situate 
near  the  Xunnery  of  ClerkenweU — was  Jordan  Brisset,  the  wealthy 
baron,  who  had  previously  founded  and  endowed  that  nunnery.  It 
would  appear  he  purchased  from  the  prioress  and  nuns  of  that 
CBteblishment  ten  acres  of  land  in  exchange  for  twenty  axires  of  his 
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manor  of  Willinghale  in  Kent,  wliereon  he  erected  a  noHe  monastery, 
during  tlie  year  1110.  The  magnificent  church,  which  was  not 
completed  for  several  years  after,  contained  several  side  chapels  of 
most  elaborate  work  and  ornamentation,  and  a  tower  renowned 
throughout  England  for  its  exquisite  symmetry  and  carving,  as  well 
as  for  its  being  richly  wrought  in  gilt  and  enamel.  The  conventual 
buildings  adjoining  this  noble  church  covered  a  large  space  of  ground, 
and  were  enclosed  by  a  stout,  lofty  wall,  with  a  magnificent  gateway, 
surmounted  by  side  turrets,  and  a  species  of  keep — the  only  remnant 
left  to  remind  us  of  the  beauty  and  magnificence  that  once  raised  their 
head  on  high.  The  building  was  consecrated  by  HeracHus,  patriarch 
of  Jerusalem.  Originally  founded  in  1048,  they  were  for  a  long 
period,  a  very  poor  order,  and  much  despised;  but  of  a  sudden, 
through  their  warlike  habits  and  heroic  deeds,  and  by  divers  nume- 
rous gifts  and  endowments,  they  rose  to  be  one  of  the  wealthiest  com- 
munities in  aU  Christendom.  They  became  a  regular  monastic  body 
in  1099,  and  a  military  order  in  1118.  They  were  in  process  of 
time,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  invested  by  different  monarchs  with 
many  extraordinary  privileges.  At  one  time  their  order  possessed 
no  less  than  nineteen  thousand  manors  in  different  parts  of  Christen- 
dom, while  it  comprised  more  than  double  that  number  of  brethren.  A 
wealthy,  numerous,  and  powerful  body  triily.  The  first  prior  or 
Grand  Master  of  the  Clerkenwell  Priory,  was  Garnerius  de  Neapoli ; 
the  last.  Sir  William  Weston.  To  such  a  high  standard  of  power, 
honour,  and  wealth  did  this  mighty  order  attain  in  England,  that  the 
Grand  Master  ranked  as  the  first  baron  in  the  kingdom,  and  who, 
in  state  and  grandeur,  well-nigh  equalled  royalty  itself  He  pos- 
sessed supreme  authority  over  aU  the  preceptories,  bailiwicks,  or 
commanderies — being  the  smaller  establishments  of  the  order — 
throughout  Great  Britain.  'For  several  reigns  during  the  early  history 
of  this  land,  did  these  imperious  knights  form  one  of  the  great  stays  in 
the  fierce  crusades  and  excursions  of  our  warlike  kings.  To  such  a 
pitch  of  popularity  did  they  at  one  time  attain,  that  in  1312,  on  the 
dissolution  of  the  order  of  the  knights  templars,  who  followed  the 
rule  of  St.  Augustine,  the  whole  possessions  of  the  latter  were,  in 
the  year  1323,  bestowed  on  them,  a  result  which  offered  no  shght 
increase  to  their  already  great  wealth  and  high  degree.  They, 
however,  did  not  meet  with  favour  at  aU  times  among  the  populace. 
Theibrethren  of  this  order  were  very  proud  and  haughty,  and,  as 
we  are  told  by  some  historians,  treated  the  lower  orders  with  such 
disdain  and  severity,  that  during  the  wild  revolutionary  tumults, 
the  rebels  of  Kent  and  Essex,  under  Wat  Tyler,  attacked  in  over- 
whelming numbers,  during  the  year  1381,  their  monastery  at  Clerken- 
well, and  destroyed  a  large  portion  of  it  by  fire.  It  was,  however, 
subsequently  rebuUt  and  redecorated  in  even  a  more  sumptuous 
manner,  and  became  renowned  far  and  near  for  its  external  beauty 
and  internal  splendour.  The  ordinary  dress  of  this  order  was  a  black 
mantle,  with  a  white  cross  of  eight  spikes  on  the  left  breast.  The  officers 
and  superiors  being  distinguished  by  wearing  white  robes  with  red 
crosses  and  facings.  Beneath  this  seemingly  peaceful-looking  robe,  they 
harnessed  their  bodies  •v^■ith  entire  suits  of  mail.     The  patroness  of  the 
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Kni gilts  of  St.  Jolin  -svas  "the  Sweet  Mother  of  God."  This  large  house 
was  suppressed  by  Henry  YIII.  on  Ascension  Day  in  the  year  J 540, 
when,  according  to  Dugdale,  its  revenues  were  valued  at  the  yearly 
sum  of  £2,385.  12s.  Sd.,  and,  according  to  Strype,  to  £3,385.  19s.  Sd. 
In  1550,  the  church  and  buildings  of  this  monastery  came  into  the 
hands  of  the  ambitious  Yandal,  Edward  Seymour,  Duke  of  Somerset, 
the  Protector  of  the  Kingdom,  who  ruthlessly  caused  the  whole — 
except  the  still- existing  gateway — to  be  demolished,  and  the  materials 
thereof  to  be  used  in  the  erection  of  his  stately  palace  of  Somerset 
House. 


SECTION    IT. 
^t  Jfxmits. 

Black  Friars. — "We  have  nothing  to  add  to  the  particulars  introduced 
in  the  first  chapters  of  the  chronicle  respecting  this  great  house,  save 
that,  as  another  piece  of  evidence  of  its  size,  wealth,  and  importance, 
we  find  the  following  in  '  Knight's  London :'— "  Yet  here,"  the  pre- 
cincts of  Blackfriars,  "  three  centuries  ago,  stood  the  great  religious 
house  of  the  Dominican  or  Black  Friars,  who  were  the  lords  of  the 
preciact,  shutting  out  all  civic  authority,  and  enclosing  within  their 
four  gates  a  busy  community  of  shopkeepers  and  artificers.  Here  in 
the  hallowed  dust  of  the  ancient  church  were  the  royal  and  the  noble 
buried,  and  their  gilded  tombs  proclaimed  their  virtues  to  the  latest 
posterity.  .  .  .  Here  parliaments  have  sat,  and  pulled  down 
odious  favourites ;  here  kings  have  required  exorbitant  aids  from 
complaining  subjects  ;  here  Wolsey  pronounced  the  sentence  of  divorce 
on  the  persecuted  Katharine."  Mr.  Knight  then  goes  on  to  recite 
the  various  memorable  events  that  subsequently  occurred  within 
these  privileged  precincts. 

Greu  Friars. — Was  situated  in  Ludgate  Street,  near  the  present 
site  of  Christ's  Hospital,  in  the  parish  of  St.  Nicholas  Shambles. 
This  monastery  was  founded  by  one  John  Ewin,  mercer,  in  1225,  for 
Franciscans.  Queen  Margaret,  consort  to  Edward  I.,  in  the  year 
1306,  commenced  the  erection  of  a  very  spacious  and  handsome 
church,  which  took  twenty-one  years  to  complete.  Sir  Eichard 
Whittington,  in  14:21,  added,  at  his  own  expense,  a  large  library  for 
the  use  of  the  monks,  and  laid  out  £400  in  famishing  the  same.  It 
was  surrendered  in  1538.  The  church  became  subsequently  a  parish 
one,  but  was  utterly  destroyed  by  the  great  fire  in  1666.  There  is 
an  evident  error  in  the  amount  of  income  assigned  to  it  by  Dugdale. 
These  mendicants  of  the  order  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi  seem  to  have 
possessed  great  powers  of  persuasion,  for  they  raised  vast  sums  for 
their  buildings  from  among  the  rich.  Four  queens  were  herein 
interred,  viz.,  Margaret,  the  second  queen  of  Edward  I. — their  great 
benefactress  ;  Isabella,  queen  of  Edward  11. ;  Joan,  queen  of  Edward 
Bruce,  king  of  Scotland ;  and  Isabella,  the  titular  queen  of  the  Isle 
of  Man ;  and,  in  addition,  it  formed  the  last  resting-place  of  many- 
other  royal  and  noble  personages. 
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Crutched  Friars. — Thus  eommonlj  designated,  but  formerly  pro- 
perly styled  Crouched  or  Crossed  Friars,  or  the  House  of  the  Friars 
of  the  Holy  Cross.  The  order  was  instituted,  or  at  least  reformed, 
about  the  year  1169,  by  Gerard,  prior  of  St.  Mary  de  MoreUo  at 
Bologna-  They  came  to  England  in  124-i,  and  after  their  arrival  in 
London  they  demanded  from  the  opulent  a  house  to  live  in,  declaring 
that  they  were  privileged  by  the  Pope,  and  were  exempt  from  all 
reproach,  and  that  he  had  delegated  to  them  power  to  excommunicate 
those  who  were  hardy  enough  to  reprove  them.  Such  an  assertion 
was  quite  enough  in  those  credulous  days ;  and,  consequently,  two 
citizens,  Ealph  Hosier  and  William  Sabemes,  were  wise  enough  to 
accommodate  these  friars  with  a  house  in  Hart  Street,  Tower  Street, 
near  the  walls  on  the  west  side  of  Goodman's  Fields,  and  themselves 
became  friars  of  it.  This  was  in  the  year  1298.  Several  subsequent 
grants  by  other  citizens  led  to  a  considerable  extension  of  the  original 
buildings.  Eobert  Adams  was  the  first  Prior,  and  Edmund  Streatham 
the  last.  The  Friars  originally  carried  in  their  hands  an  iron  cross, 
which  they  afterwards,  as  their  means  increased,  changed  into  one 
of  silver.  They  also  wore  a  cross  made  of  red  cloth  on  the  back  of 
their  robes,  which  were  first  made  of  grey  cloth,  but  afterwards  of 
blue.  It  is  asserted  that  certain  debaucheries  committed  within 
this  house  hastened  the  dissolution  of  the  monasteries.  It  was  sur- 
rendered in  153G,  when  its  revenues  amounted  to  £5.2  13s.  4d.  Two 
Dutch  fraternities  subsequently  settled  hero,  but  at  the  present  day 
not  a  vestige  of  the  original  structure  remains. 

Austin  Friars. — The  convent  of  the  Augustine  Friars,  or,  to  give 
them  their  proper  designation,  of  the  Friars  Eremites  of  the  order 
of  St.  Augustine,  was  founded  by  Humfrey  Bohun,  Earl  of  Hereford 
and  Essex,  in  the  year  1253.  It  v/as  considerai>ly  enlarged  in  134-4. 
A  large  number  of  persons  of  high  rank  were  interred  within  the 
church,  in  consequence  of  the  peculiar  sanctity  with  which  it  is 
asserted  these  friars  filled  the  earth.  The  monuments  were  many  of 
them  coequal  in  beauty  to  the  ancient  ones  of  Westminster,  and  cost 
thousands.  In  its  chapter-house  were  interred  many  of  the  Barons 
who  fell  on  the  14th  of  April,  1471,  on  that  fatal  field,  the  Heath  of 
Gladsmoor,  near  Bamet,  where  fell,  too,  the  '  last  of  the  Barons '  -* 
that  man  who  could  control  the  throne  and  command  the  people. 
This  conventual  establishment  was  surrendered  on  the  12th  of 
November,  1538,  at  which  time  its  revenues  amounted  to  £57.  The 
church  stood  as  one  of  the  greatest  curiosities  of  London  until  the 
late  lamentable  fire.  Its  spire  was  designated  the  "  beautifullest  and 
rarest  spectacle  "  in  London. 

White  Friars.  —This  order — the  friars  of  our  Lady  of  Mount  Carmel 
— was  founded  in  London  in  1241,  by  Sir  Eichard  Grey,  ancestor  of 
the  lords  Grey  of  Codnor.  The  proper  title  of  the  fraternity  was 
'  Fratres  B.  Marice  de  Alonte  Carmelo?  The  order  had  its  origin  in 
Mount  Carmel  in  Syria,  where  dwelt  Elias  and  Eliseus  the  prophets. 
There,  in  process  of  time,  many  anchorites  came  and  settled,  who 
afterwards,  by  means  of  Almeric,  Bishop  of  Antioch,  the  Pope's 
legate,  were  assembled  together  under  one  ecclesiastical  government. 
Upon  the  same  spot  were  laid  the  foundations  of  a  convent.    There  Al- 
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meric  reared  up  a  monastery  for  them  in  lieu  of  tlie  dens  and  caves  they 
had  theretofore  existed  in.  The  order  was  first  introduced  into 
Europe  about  the  year  1216,  by  Albert,  Patriarch  of  Jerusalem  and 
legate  to  Pope  Innocent  III.  These  Hermits  of  Mouut  Carmel,  like 
the  Dominicans  and  Minorites,  at  first  professed  begging  in  Europe. 
Then  they  were  permitted  to  preach  and  receive  confessions.  Their 
order  was  confirmed  by  Popes  Honorius  III.,  Gregory  IX.,  Innocent 
IV.,  and  others.  Their  robe  was  white  with  a  black  hood.  Ralph 
Freshbm-ne,  a  Carmelite  friar,  laid  the  first  foundation  of  the  order 
in  England  in  1224,  near  Alnwick,  in  Northumberland;  at  which 
time,  it  would  appear,  they  did  not  observe  cehbacy,  nor  did  they 
shave  or  anoint  themselves.  King  Edward  I.,  after  their  induction 
into  London,  gave  to  the  Prior  and  brethi-en  of  the  order  a  plot  of 
ground  in  Fleet  Street,  between  the  Temple  and  Sahsbury  Court, 
whereupon  to  build  a  house.  This  was  afterwards  refounded  and 
enlarged  by  Hugh  Courtenay,  Earl  of  Devonshire,  in  the  year  1350; 
and  in  1407  the  church  was  sumptuously  rebuilt  by  the  celebrated 
Iniight  Sir  Eobort  KnoUes.  Attached  to  this  monastery,  among  its 
other  immunities  and  Kberties,  was  that  of  sanctuary.  The  district 
so  privileged  -was  then  called,  and  long  after  known  as,  '  Alsatia.' 
This  house  Wc.s  surrendered  in  1539,  when  its  annual  income  is 
returned  by  Dugdale  at  £26  7s.  3d.,  and  by  another  authority  at 
£63  2s.  4d.,  a  far  more  probable  amount.  The  sanctuary  v/as  abolished 
by  Act  of  Parliament  in  1697. 


SECTION  V. 
i^unncrics. 

St.  John,  the  Baptist. — Was  founded  by  Richard  L,  in  the  year 
1189,  and  refounded  by  Sir  Thomas  Lovel  in  1570  for  Benedictines. 
It  was  situated  near  a  spot  known  as  Holywell,  in  the  then  rustic 
village  of  Soredich,  modernised  Shoreditch.  The  refounder  endowed 
the  Prioress  and  Nuns  of  this  convent  with  considerable  property. 
He  was  buried  there  in  the  chapel  of  his  own  erection,  and  on  his 
monument  his  gratefol  beneficiaries  had  the  couplet,  '  AU  the  Nunnes 
in  HolyweU,  Pray  for  the  soul  of  Sir  Thomas  LoveU,"  engraved  in 
curiously  TSTOught  letters  on  each  window  of  the  chapel.  This  con- 
vent was  surrendered  in  the  year  1539,  when,  according  to  Speed,  its 
revenues  amounted  to  £347  Is.  3d. 

St.  Helen  s. — This  nunnery  was  situated  in  Bishopsgate  Street, 
and  gives  its  title  to  the  present  large  square  or  court  of  that  name. 
The  site  of  Crosby  Square  also  formed  part  of  the  original  estate 
belonging  to  this  house,  until  a  Prioress,  named  Alicia  Ashfield,  sold 
it  in  the  year  1466  to  Sir  John  Crosby.  This  convent  was  foimded 
by  one  William  Basing,  a  goldsmith,  asserted  by  Stow  to  have  been 
Dean  of  St.  Paul's  in  the  year  1212,  for  Benedictines.  It  was  sup- 
pressed in  1539.  The  church  pertaining  to  the  convent  was  after- 
wards created  the  parish  church  of  Great  St.  Helens.  The  dedica- 
tion was  oi-iginally  to  St.  Helen,  mother  of  Constantine  the  Great, 
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and  afterwards  to  the  Holy  Cross,  though,  the  first  title  seems  to 
have  been  familiarly  retained.  Its  revenues,  according  to  Dugdale, 
amounted  to  £314  2s.  6d.  A  large  portion  of  the  original  structure, 
with  the  crypt,  forms  part  of  the  present  ancient  but  picturesque 
church,  which  is  well  worth  a  visit. 

The  Minories. — Otherwise  designated  the  Abbey  of  St.  Clare,  or 
the  Abbey  of  the  Minoresses  of  St.  Mary,  of  the  order  of  St.  Clare. 
It  was  founded  in  1293,  by  Edmund,  Earl  of  Lancaster,  Leicester, 
and  Darby,  brother  to  King  Edward  I.,  at  the  instigation  of  his  wife 
Blanche,  Queen  of  Navarre,  who  brought  over  the  Minoresses  with 
her,  and  established  them  in  the  building  prepared  for  their  reception. 
They  soon  became  popular  among  the  citizens  of  London,  who 
enriched  the  nunnery  by  divers  grants  of  land  and  houses.  An  exten- 
sive and  very  remunerative  farm  was  attached  to  this  convent.  The 
abbess  and  nuns  also  enjoyed  many  extensive  liberties  granted  to 
them  by  several  special  charters  in  the  reigns  of  Edward  II.,  Henry 
lY.,  Henry  Y.  and  YL,  and  Edward  lY.  They  professed  to  serve 
God,  the  Blessed  Yirgin,  and  St.  Francis.  The  last  Abbess  was 
Dame  Elizabeth  Savage,  who  surrendered  this  convent  to  Henry 
VIII.  in  1539,  when  its  revenues  were  valued  at  £418  8s.  5d. 

Clerl-enwell. — This  was  founded  in  the  year  1100  for  Benedictines, 
or  Black  Nuns,  by  Jordan  Brisset,  a  wealthy  Baron — the  same  who 
founded  the  Priory  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem.  He  gave  to  his 
chaplain,  Eobert,  fourteen  acres  adjoining  Clerkenwell,  a  beautiful 
rural  village,  whereon  to  erect  a  monastery,  which  was  no  sooner 
erected  and  dedicated  to  the  honour  of  God  and  the  Assumption  of 
the  Yirgin  Mary,  than  he  placed  therein  a  certain  number  of  nuns, 
and  appointed  a  prioress.  Benefactions  of  lands,  tenements,  and 
specie  poiu'ed  in  upon  these  nun-?,  who  were  among  the  most  popular 
in  the  metropolis.  The  hall  and  ambulatory  of  this  convent  were 
exquisite  specimens  of  art  and  architecture.  Within  the  former 
were  frequently  performed,  before  a  select  audience,  mysteries,  or 
sacred  dramatic  plays.  The  first  prioress  was  Dame  Christina,  the 
last  Isabella  Sackville,  of  the  family  of  the  Duke  of  Dorset.  Its 
revenues  at  its  suppression  in  1589  amounted  to  £262  19s. 


SECTION  YL 
Colleges. 

Jesus  College.— WsiS  founded  by  John  Poultney,  who  was  several 
times  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  in  the  twentieth  year  of  the  reign  of 
Edward  III.,  near  the  Church  of  St.  Lawrence  Poultney,  for  a  master, 
warden,  thirteen  priests,  and  four  choristers.  After  the  decease  of 
the  founder,  it  obtained  the  name  of  the  College  of  St.  Lawrence  de 
Poultney. 

The  Hohj  Ghost,  or  St.  Mary. — "Was  founded  in  College  HiU  by 
Sir  Eichard  Whittington,  mercer,  and  four  times  lord  mayor,  in 
1418,  for  a  master,  four  fellows,  masters  of  arts,  clerks,  conducts, 
chorists,  &c.     Attached  to  this  was  an  almshouse,  called  '  God's 
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Honse  '  for  thirteen  poor  men.  The  license  for  this  foundation  was 
granted  by  King  Henry  IV.  in  the  eleventh  year  of  his  reign,  and 
afterwards  confirmed  by  Henry  YI.  It  was  situated  in  the  Yintry, 
and  was  thereafter  called  and  known  by  the  name  of  Whittington 
College.  Copies  of  the  origrnal  ordinances  edicted  by  the  founder 
are  stiU.  extant,  and  are  interesting  in  their  way.  This  coUege 
escaped,  by  some  means,  the  general  destruction  of  all  the  rehgious 
houses  during  the  eighth  Henry's  reign,  though  it  was  suppressed  ia 
that  of  Edward  YI.  " 

St.  MicJ'.aeVs. — Situated  in  Crooted  Lane,  was  founded  by  Sir 
WiUiam  "Walworth,  iu  the  year  1380,  for  a  master  and  nine  priests. 
The  license  for  this  foundation  was  granted  by  Eichard  II.,  in  the 
same  year.  The  church  attached  to  it,  previously  and  subsequently 
the  parish  one,  was  a  handsome  structure,  containing  many  handsome 
monuments  and  curious  epitaphs. 

London  College. — Founded  by  Peter  Fanlove,  Adam  Francis,  and 
Henry  Frowick,  in  the  year  1299,  adjoining  Guildhall,  in  the  old 
parish  of  St.  Foster. 

St.  Martin  s-le-Grand. — Was  first  founded  in  700,  by  Wythred, 
King  of  Kent,  and  refounded  in  the  year  1056  for  Augustine  canons 
by  Ingelric  and  Gii-ard.  It  was  confirmed  by  WiUiam  the  Conqueror 
in  1068.  It  was  dedicated  to  St.  Martin,  with  the  addition  of  Le 
Grand,  from  the  great  or  extraordinary  privileges  of  sanctuary,  &c., 
granted  through  different  preceding  reigns.  Among  the  numerous 
charters  pertaining  to  this  house,  those  especially  remarkable  were 
granted  in  the  reigns  of  William  the  Conqueror,  Henry  III^ 
Henry  lY.,  Edward  I.,  and  Henry  YI.  It  had  sak,  sol,  tol,  and  all 
the  long  list  of  Saxon  indidgences.  From  certain  regulations  laid  down 
by  the  charter  granted  in  Henry  YI.'s  reign,  it  would  appear  that 
this  sanctuary  had  previously  been  the  scene  of  great  disorders,  and 
a  shelter  for  the  lowest  class  of  rogues,  ruffians,  and  felons.  The 
question  of  sanctuary  was  often  raised,  but  as  often  invariably  settled 
in  favour  of  the  college  authorities.  Here,  as  weU  as  at  the  churches 
of  Bow,  St.  Giles,  and  Barking,  a  curfew  beU  was  nightly  toUed.  It 
is  described  as  being  a  great  beU,  and  was  capable  of  being  heard 
throughout  the  city.  In  Edward  I.'s  reign  none  of  the  citizens  were 
allowed  abroad  after  that  lofty  sentinel  of  the  night  had  sounded 
forth  its  alarm.  This  church  and  college,  this  mipei-iuvi  in,  imperio, 
with  aU  its  privileges,  became  one  of  the  numerous  possessions  of 
the  wealthy  Abbey  of  Westminster.  It  wovdd  appear  that  a  great 
legal  contention  respecting  the  rights  and  extent  of  this  sanctuary, 
commenced  in  the  reign  of  Henry  YI.,  and  continued  ofi"  and  on 
up  to  the  twenty- seventh  year  of  the  reign  of  Henry  YIII.  Tliis 
house  also  survived  until  Edward  YI.'s  reign,  when  it  was  surrendered 
in  the  year  151^8.  The  hberties  of  the  place  however  still  remained, 
and  were  preserved  very  cautiously  from  time  to  time.  A  portion  of 
the  district  still  pertains  to  the  possessions  of  the  Dean  and  Chapter 
of  the  Abbey  of  Westminster. 


B  3 


3D4  ArPENDix. 


SECTIOIN^  TIL 

The  Sai'oy. — This  hospital  was  reared  w^ovl  the  raiiis  of  a  magnifi- 
cent palace,  built  by  Henry,  Earl  of  Lancaster,  about  the  year  1328, 
and  destroyed  by  Wat  Tyler  in  1381.  It  was  founded  by  Henry  VIL, 
and  refounded  by  Henry  VIII.  in  1511.  The  latter,  by  his  charter 
of  the  5th  July,  1513,  constituted  the  governors  a  body  corporate,  to 
consist  of  a  master,  five  secular  chaplains,  and  four  regrdars,  in 
honour  of  Jesus  Christ,  of  His  Mother,  and  of  St.  John  the  Baptist. 
This  foundation  was  denominated  '  The  Hospital  of  King  Henry  VII., 
late  King  of  England,  of  the  Savoy.'  It  was  suppressed  by  Edward  VI., 
in  1553,  when  its  revenues  amounted  to  £529  155.  Id.  It  was 
refounded  in  Queen  Mary's  reign,  in  1557,  but  again  and  finally 
suppressed  in  that  of  Queen  Elizabeth. 

St.  James. — On  the  site  of  the  present  palace  of  St.  James  stood 
the  hospital  of  that  name.  It  was  founded  a  considerable  time  pre- 
vious to  the  conquest  by  the  citizens  of  London  for  leprous  maids. 
In  subsequent  years  divers  grants  of  lands  and  tenements  by  the 
benevolent  enriched  the  revenues  of  this  house,  and  Edward  I. 
granted  the  privilege  of  an  annual  seven  days'  fair,  to  begin  on  the 
eve  of  St.  James'  festival.  Eight  brethren  had  been  previously  placed 
on  the  foundation  for  the  due  performance  of  rehgious  rites.  It  was 
Bun-endered  to  Henry  VIIL  in  the  year  1532,  when  he  began  to  pull 
it  down,  and  eventually  erected  on  the  site  a  portion  of  the  present 
palace,  under  its  then  designation  of  the  Manor  of  St.  James.  Some 
portions  of  the  ancient  hospital  it  is  affirmed  can  still  be  traced. 

St.  Thomas  Southwark. — This  great  hospital  owes  its  origin  to  the 
fire  that  destroyed  the  Priory  of  St.  Mary  Overie.  The  canons 
erected  a  temporary  structure  until  their  monastery  should  be  rebuilt ; 
and  that  having  come  to  pass,  Peter  de  Rupibus,  Bishop  of  Win- 
chester, fitted  up  the  temporary  building  as  a  hospital,  and  subse- 
quently for  the  obtaining  of  better  air  and  water  removed  it  to 
its  present  site ;  and,  having  dedicated  the  same  to  St.  Thomas  the 
Apostle,  endowed  it  with  land  and  tenements  of  the  annual  value  of 
£343.  It  was  surrendered  in  1538.  Whereupon,  among  other 
property,  it  was  purchased  from  Henry  VIIL  by  the  citizens  of 
London,  who  repaired  and  enlarged  it  at  the  cost  of  £1,100. 
Among  the  exigencies  of  the  '  Iron  Age '  the  foundation  has  been 
lately  removed- 

St.  Mary  Spittal. — Situate  in  Norton  Folgate,  and  in  the  parish  of 
St.  Botolph,  this  priory  and  hospital  was  foimded  by  Walter  Brune 
and  Hosia  his  wife,  for  canons  regular,  in  the  year  1179.  Walter, 
archdeacon  of  London,  laid  the  first  stone  ;  and  Wihiam,  then  Bishop 
of  London,  dedicated  it  to  the  Honour  of  Jesus  Christ  and  his  Mother, 
the  perpetual  Virgin  Mary,  by  the  name  of  '  JDomus  Dei  et  BeatCR 
Maries  extra  Bishopsgate.'  The  Priory  of  Eikenacar  in  Essex  was 
appropriated  and  emortified  by  one  of  the  priors,  to  the  use  of  this 
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foundation.  The  bretliren  were  worthily  famed  for  tlieir  bounty  to 
the  poor.  This  conventual  house  was  dissolved  about  the  year  1538, 
at  which  time  there  were  found  180  well-famished  beds  for  the 
relief  of  the  poor.  Within  an  inclosure  adjoining  the  conventual 
church  stood  a  carved  stone  pulpit,  termed  a  cross,  like  unto  that 
which  stood  for  so  long  without  St.  Paul's.  Regular  preachers,  with 
fixed  stipends,  were  at  one  time  appointed  to  deHver  sermons  from 
these  crosses  of  St.  Paul's  and  St.  Mary's,  Spital. 

St.  Thomas  of  Aeon. — This  hospital  was  situated  in  Cheapside, 
between  the  Old  Jewry  and  Ironmonger-lane — thereafter  the  site  cf 
Mercers'  HaU — and  was  founded  in  the  year  1170  by  Thomas 
Fitz-Theobald  de  Heiley,  and  his  wife  Agnes,  sister  to  Thomas  a 
Becket,  to  whom  the  structure  was  dedicated.  Attached  to  it  was 
the  chamel  of  St.  Nicholas  and  the  chapel  of  St.  Stephen.  The 
image  of  the  saint  stood  in  a  niche  over  the  gateway,  and  remained 
till  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  when  it  was  overthrown.  It  was  well 
endowed  by  its  founder,  and  subsequently  received  additional  sources 
of  income  by  gifts  and  bequests.  The  master  and  brethren  also 
acquired  a  handsome  and  beautiful  chapel  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Old  Jewry,  and  received  permission  from  Henry  VIII.,  to  erect  a 
covered  gallery  across  the  street,  to  connect  the  two  establishments, 
where  subsequently,  on  St.  Peter's  Night,  1536,  from  this  very  gallery, 
the  King  and  Queen  beheld  the  marching  watch  set  out.  In  the  con- 
ventual chapel,  the  learned  Italian  Antonio  de  Dominis,  Ai*chbishop 
of  Spoletto,  preached  divers  sermons  in  the  Italian  language.  From 
this  church  also  used  to  issue  the  procession  on  Lord  Mayor's  Day. 
This  house  was  surrendered  to  Henry  YIII.  on  the  21st  October, 
1538,  when  its  revenues  are  stated  by  Dugdale  to  have  amounted  to 
£277.  3s.  4d.  It  was  thereafter  purchased  by  Sir  Thomas  Gresham 
on  behalf  of  the  Mercers'  Company. 

St.  Giles-in-the- Fields. — Was  founded  and  endowed  for  leprous 
patients  by  Queen  Matilda,  consort  to  Henry  I.,  and  daughter  of 
Malcolm,  King  of  Scotland,  in  the  year  1117.  Henry  II.  confirmed 
all  the  previous  benefactions,  and  further  endowed  it.  Edward  III. 
by  his  charter,  granted  this  hospital  to  the  master  and  brethren  of 
the  order  of  Burton  St.  Lazar  of  Jerusalem  inLeicestershire,  whereupon 
it  became  a  cell  subject  to  the  said  Burton  St.  Lazar.  At  the  foot  of 
the  garden  belonging  to  this  foundation,  stood  the  public  gallows, 
for  a  considerable  number  of  years,  and  on  their  way  to  execution, 
the  condemned  were  allowed  to  rest  at  this  hospital,  and  partake  ol 
,their  last  refreshment  in  the  shape  of  a  large  measure  of  ale  out  ol 
'  St.  Giles'  Bowl.'  It  was  dissolved  in  the  year  1543,  and  soon  after 
granted  by  Henry  YIII.  to  Lord  Dudley.  The  conventual  chapel 
was  saved,  and  a  portion  of  it  is  embodied  in  the  present  parish 
church. 

St.  Bartholomew's. — This  hospital,  as  before  stated,  was  founded 
by  Rahere,  the  minstrel  of  Henry  I.,  the  founder  of  the  neighbouring 
priory  in  the  year  1102.  It  was  governed  by  a  master,  eight  brethren, 
and  four  sisters.  It  became,  by  successive  grants,  richly  endowed, 
and,  upon  its  suppression  in  1539,  its  revenues  reached  nearly 
£1,000,  a  sum  equal  to  £5,000  in  the  present  day.     In  the  last  year 
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of  liis  reign,  Henry  YIII.  refounded  the  hospital,  wliicli  at  present 
exists  as  one  of  our  largest  charitable  institutions,  -while  embodying 
some  of  the  finest  portions  of  the  ancient  priory  and  hospital. 

The  Temple. — This  house  was  founded  by  the  Knights  Templars, 
originally  in  Oldbourn — then  called  the  '  Old  Temple' — in  the  reign  of 
King  Stephen,  and  subsequently  on  its  present  site  in  Fleet-street, 
in  the  year  1185,  during  the  reign  of  Henry  II.,  when  it  was  sur- 
named  the  '  Xew  Temple.'  The  beautiful  church,  standing  in  all  its 
matchless  beauty  to  the  present  day,  was  built  upon  the  model  of 
that  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  and  was  dedicated  to  God  and  our  blessed 
Lady.  It  was  consecrated  in  1185  by  Heraclius,  patriarch  of  the 
church  called  the  Holy  Eesurrection  at  Jerusalem.  This  house  was 
often  made  the  store-house  for  treasure  belonging  to  divers  persons. 
In  12-40,  this  temple  was  re-edified  and  re-dedicated.  In  1245, 
Pope  Innocent's  nuncio  took  up  his  residence  within  the  conventual 
premises.  These  Knights  Templars,  from  being  originally  poor, 
became,  by  divers  numerous  grants  and  benefactions,  the  wealthiest 
and  haughtiest  body  in  the  kingdom.  They  possessed  temples  at 
Cambridge,  Bristol,  Canterbury,  Dover,  "Warwick,  and  at  divers  other 
places.  They  entertained,  at  different  times,  in  a  most  sumptuous 
manner,  the  nobility,  ambassadors,  and  other  notable  personages. 
Many  remarkable  Parliaments  and  important  councils  were  held 
within  this  august  house.  In  the  year  1308,  aU  the  Templars  in 
England,  and  in  other  parts  of  Christendom,  were,  for  divers  impor- 
tant state  reasons,  apprehended  and  committed  to  prison,  and  in  the 
year  1310,  were  tried  before  a  Comicil  holden  in  their  Temple  in 
Fleet-street,  upon  several  counts,  the  most  important  and  irrefutable 
of  which  was  that  of  heresy,  and  upon  which  they  were  condemned 
to  perpetual  penance  amid  certain  selected  monasteries,  where,  we 
are  informed,  they  behaved  themselves  modestly.  By  a  council  held 
at  Yienna  in  1324,  all  the  possessions  of  the  Knights  Templars  were 
given  to  the  Knights  Hospitallers,  of  the  Order  of  St.  John  the  Baptist, 
called  St.  John  of  Jerusalem.  This  gift  was,  to  the  extent  of  the 
English  possessions,  ratified  by  Edward  III.  But  in  the  same  reign 
these  Knights  Hospitallers  granted  the  Temple  in  Fleet-street  to  the 
students  of  the  common  laws  of  England,  in  whose  hands,  I  need 
hardly  add,  it  has  remained  ever  since,  of  course  undergoing  mutila- 
tion, alteration,  and  reinstatement;  so  much  so  indeed,  that,  to 
their  shame  be  it  said,  little  of  the  ancient  Temple,  save  the  cele- 
brated church,  is  left  standiag.  It  would  appear  that  in  the  first 
days  of  their  service,  these  Knights  Templars  wore  a  garb  of  white, 
as  ordered  by  Pope  Honorius  11.  But,  ia  Pope  Eugenius'  time,  they 
assumed  in  conjunction  with  their  white  habits  a  large  crimson  cross. 


SECTION  VIII. 

JFratcrniiics  or  Guiltrs. 

AUhaUoics,  BarJcing. — A  fraternity  was  founded  here  by  John,  Eail 
of    Worcester,    cousin   to   Edward   lY.      To   this   foundation   was 
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attached  a  beautiful  Chapel,  erected  by  Richard  I.,  and  beneath  the 
high  altar  of  which  his  heart  was  subsequently  deposited.  The 
same  Earl  of  Worcester  gave  to  the  '  custos '  of  this  fraternity  the 
Priory  of  Totingbroke,  the  advowson  of  the  Parish  Church  of  Stret- 
ham,  in  the  County  of  Surrey,  and  a  part  of  the  Priory  of  Okebome, 
in  Wiltshire.  He  directed  this  foundation  to  be  called  the  King's 
Chapel  or  Chantry,  'In  Capella  heatce  Marice  de  Barking.'  King 
Richard  III.  rebuilt  this  Conventual  Cell,  and  refounded  it  for  a 
coUege  of  priests,  consisting  of  a  Dean  and  Six  Canons.  The  first 
dean  was  Edward  Chatterton,  one  of  the  Hng's  especial  favourites. 
This  foundation  was  suppressed,  and  pulled  down  in  the  year  1548. 

Leadenhall. — Attached  to  the  original  market  erected  in  1444,  by 
one  Simon  Eyre,  a  citizen  of  London,  was  a  large  and  handsome 
chapel,  wherein  was  founded  in  1460  a  fraternity  of  the  Trinity  of  sixty 
priests,  by  William  Rome,  John  Risby,  and  Thomas  Ashby,  priests, 
under  a  special  license  from  Edward  TV.  In  the  year  1512,  the 
mayor  and  commonalty  confirmed  the  rights  of  this  foundation. 
It  was  a  common  usage  for  these  priests  to  celebrate  divine  service 
in  their  chapel  every  market  day. 

-S'^  Peter  s. — It  appears  a  fraternity  was  founded  in  Comhill,  close 
to  the  ancient  com  market,  by  William  Kingston,  about  the  year  1298, 
for  the  education  of  the  youth  of  the  city.  A  portion  of  the  church 
attached  to  this  foundation  appears  to  have  belonged  to  a  very  ancient 
ecclesiastical  structure,  asserted  by  some  authorities'^  still  extant,  to 
have  been  the  first  Christian  Temple  in  Great  Britain. 

St.  Auguslines  Papey. — This  religious  house  was  situated  close 
to  the  city  walls,  near  the  North  end  of  St.  Mary  Axe,  and  was 
founded  in  1430  by  William  Oliver,  William  Bamabie,  and  John 
Stafford,  for  a  master,  two  wardens,  chaplains,  chauntry  priests, 
conducts,  and  other  brethren  and  sisters.  The  brethren  of  this  house 
suffered  great  poverty,  and  were  relieved  by  the  alms  of  the  charitable. 
They  had  a  peculiar  duty  attached  to  their  vocation,  in  attending  at 
aU  great  solemn  funerals,  and  in  singing  dirges,  for  which  they  received 
divers  bequests.  The  church  attached  to  this  foundation,  called  St. 
Augustine  in  the  Wall,  was  with  tenements  and  land  adjoining 
assigned  to  these  poor  priests  of  the  Papey  by  the  deed  poU  of  one 
Richard  Wodehouse,  Prior  of  the  neighbouring  monastery  of  the 
Holy  Trinity.  It  was  dedicated  to  the  Holy  and  undivided  Tiinity, 
the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  the  glorious  Virgin  Mary,  St. 
Charity,  and  St.  John  the  EvangeKst.  This  brotherhood  was  sup- 
pressed in  King  Edward  the  VI. 's  reign,  and  the  church  and  con- 
ventual buildings  pulled  down. 

The  Holy  Trhdty. — Originally  a  monastic  hospital,  was  suppressed 
with  other  alien  houses  by  King  Henry  V.,  and  his  Majesty  granted 
its  revenues  to  the  parishioners  of  St.  Botolph,  on  condition  that  they 
should  found  in  the  Church  a  Fraternity  dedicated  to  the  Holy 
Trinity.  It  was  situated  at  the  comer  of  Little  Britain,  in  Alders- 
gate  Street,  and  some  portions  of  the  ancient  buildings  were  standing 
so  late  as  the  commencement  of  the  present  century.     It  was  subject 
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to  the  rules  and  s-way  of  tlie  Prior  and  Co.noiia  of  St.  Mary  Overie, 
with  -which  monastery  it  was  simultaneously  dissolved. 

St.  Catharine  s. — Situated  to  the  East  of  the  Tower,  in  the  district 
known  as  Wappirig — then  a  verdant,  picturesque  village — this  house 
was  founded  by  Matilda,  the  Queen  of  King  Stephen,  by  license  of 
the  Prior  and  Convent  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  on  whose  land  it  was 
erected.  Queen  Elinor,  wife  of  Edward  I.,  became  a  second  foundress, 
and  appointed  a  master,  three  brethren,  and  three  sisters,  ten  poor 
women,  and  six  poor  men.  She  endowed  it  with  the  manors  of 
Carleton,  in  Wiltshire,  and  Upchurch,  in  Kent.  A  third  foundress 
afterwards  appeared  in  Queen  Philippa,  wife  to  Edward  III.,  who  ia 
1351  created  it  a  chauntry.  It  was  subsequently  styled  a  free  chapel, 
a  college,  and  a  hospital  for  poor  sisters.  It  rose  in  favour,  and 
became  richly  endowed,  receiving,  in  addition  to  the  gifts  above  recorded, 
the  manors  of  Rishendon,  in  the  Isle  of  Shepy,  of  Chesingbery  in 
Wilts,  and  Quarley  in  Southampton,  parcel  of  the  Priory  of  OkeburB, 
and  tenements  near  Reynham,  in  Kent.  Many  liberties  were  during 
divers  reigns  granted  to  this  foundation.  Attached  to  this  establish- 
ment was  a  large  garden  and  a  mill,  the  latter  subsequently  destroyed 
in  digging  the  Tower  ditch.  King  Henry  VIII.  and  Queen  Catharine 
were  liberal  patrons.  Many  very  high  and  honourable  persons  became 
members  of  the  fraternity,  among  whom  was  the  great  Cardinal.  In 
this  House  the  famous  Hermetic  philosopher,  Raimundus  LuUius, 
wrote  his  "  Testamentum  Noxut'wnim"  while  in  it  was  born  Richard 
Verstegans,  who  therein  indited  his  researches  on  the  "  Restitution  of 
decayed  Antiquities."  Within  the  precincts  pertaining  to  this  con- 
ventual house  was  a  district  called  the  Jewry,  which  was  sacred  as  a 
sanctuary  for  apostate  Jews.  Also,  within  the  precincts  were  several 
celebrated  breweries  and  other  manufactories.  There  are  many  pub- 
lished records  and  charters  concerning  this  ancient  and  highly  popular 
foundation  too  numerous  and  too  long  to  come  within  the  scope  of 
our  present  survey,  though  highly  interesting  and  instructive  in 
themselves.  It  was  surrendered  in  Edward  VI.' s  reign,  when  its 
revenues  amounted  to  £315  14s.  2d. 

St.  James,  Garlickhithe.— This  fraternity  of  poor  brethren  and  sisters 
was  founded  in  the  year  1375,  to  "  the  honour  of  God  our  Creator, 
His  mother  St.  Mary,  Allhallows  and  St.  James  the  Apostle."  The 
privileges  of  the  Guild  were  open  to  any  one  desirous  of  living  ae  a 
recluse,  upon  pacing  an  entrance  fee  of  6s.  8d.  and  subscribing  a  yearly 
donation  of  2s.,  and  an  additional  Is.  8d.  on  the  eve  of  their  yearly 
feast,  being  the  Sunday  after  the  day  of  St.  James  the  Apostle.  The 
foundation  was  otherwise  supported  by  the  contributions  of  the  cha- 
ritable.    It  was  suppressed  in  the  reign  of  Edward  VI. 

St.  James  in  the  Wall. — So  called  from  its  being  situate  in  or  ad- 
joining London  wall  at  the  north-west  comer  of  MonkweU  Street. 
This  fraternity  was  founded  dui-ing  the  reign  of  Edward  I.  for  indi- 
gent monks.  It  belonged  to  the  abbot  and  convent  of  Gerondon,  or 
Garendon,  in  Leicestershire,  who  placed  two  Cistercian  monks  of 
their  own  convent  as  custodians.  In  the  chapel  the  worshipful  Com- 
pany of  Clothworkers  attended  to  hear  special  discourses  on  four 
festival  days  in  the  year,  viz.,  the  Annunciation,  St.  John  the  Baptist, 
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St.  Micliael  and  St.  TliOinas,uponwliicli  occasions, tliey  wonld  disburse 
their  cliarity  amongst  the  poor  brethren.  It  was  dissolved  in  1538, 
by  Henry  YIII.,  b}''  whom  it  was  subsequently  granted  to  William 
Lamb,  the  citizen  who  erected  the  famous  conduit  taking  his  name, 
near  the  present  Foundling  Hospital. 

St.  Mary  Rouncival. — On  the  site  where  now  stands  Northumber- 
land House,  and  situate  within  the  pretty  rustic  village  of  Charing, 
stood  this  hermitage.  It  was  originally  founded  by  WiUiani  Marshal, 
Earl  of  Pembroke,  during  the  reign  of  the  third  Henry.  It  was  a 
cell  to  a  priory  of  that  name  hi  Navarre ;  but,  being  suppressed  among 
the  alien  priories  by  Henry  V.,  it  was  refounded  by  Edward  IV.  in 
the  year  1476.  It  was  again  and  finally  suppressed  by  Edward  VL, 
who  granted  it  to  Sir  Thomas  Cawarden,  to  be  held  in  soccage  of  the 
Abbey  of  Westminster.  Subsequently  it  came  into  the  hands  of 
Henry  Howard,  Earl  of  Northampton,  who  erected  the  present  stately 
edifice  denominated  Northumberland  House. 

St.  Cathermes,  Crutcked  Friars. — Here,  in  the  year  1415,  was 
founded  aguildof  Dutch  brethren  and  sisters.  The  rules  and  ordinances 
pertaining  to  the  governance  of  this  fraternity  were  made  the  subject 
of  a  special  decree  by  Richard  Blodywell,  D.L.,  the  Commissary  of 
London,  on  the  2oth  October,  1495.  There  was  an  entrance  fee  and 
an  annual  subscription  payable  by  each  member.  New  rulers  were 
appointed  on  their  festival  day  of  St.  Catherine  in  each  year,  at  which 
time  also  new  members  were  admitted. 

The  Holy  Blood  of  Wilsuack. — This  fraternity  was  also  situate  in 
Crutched  Friars,  and  was  of  Dutch  foundation.  It  was  originated 
during  the  reign  of  the  sixth  Henry,  with  the  avowed  object  of  nou- 
rishing, increasing,  and  engendering  love  and  peace  among  good 
Christian  people,  and  was  dedicated  to  the  special  honour  of  the  Holy 
blood  of  Wilsuak — the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  in  Saxon  always  wor- 
shipped "  ad  Wilmcick" — and  of  all  the  saints  in  heai  en.  The  annual 
day  of  festival  and  assize  among  this  brotherhood  was  held  on  Holy- 
rode  day,  the  3rd  of  May.  The  rule  of  conduct  and  mode  of  life  were 
very  strict.  These  two  last  foundations  survived  the  general  disso- 
lution of  religious  houses  some  years,  even  unto  the  year  1559. 

All  Souls,  St  Paul's. — On  the  north  side  of  the  churchyard  of  the 
old  cathedral  stood  a  large  charnel-house,  and  over  it  a  chapel  of  very 
ancient  foundation.  This  building  having  got  into  a  disastrous  state 
of  repair,  was  given  over  by  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  in  the 
year  1379,  to  the  custody  of  a  fraternity  styhng  themselves  All  Souls, 
upon  condition  of  their  restoring  the  ancient  chapel,  and  keeping  it 
thenceforth  in  repair.  The  duty  of  this  fraternity  was,  on  certain 
days  of  oljservance,  to  sing  and  pray  for  the  souls  and  well-being 
of  all  Christians,  and  once  in  the  year,  on  the  eve  of  their  festival 
day  of  All  Souls,  to  proceed  in  pubhc  procession  through  the  principal 
thoroughfares  of  the  cit}',  in  their  robes  and  with  lighted  torches, 
"  numbering  their  prayers  as  they  went  along,  and  their  secret  orisons, 
pouring  them  out  'sultu  cordiali,  with  a  serious  countenance  for  the 
living  and  the  dead."  The  chapel  was  pulled  down  in  the  yezr  1549, 
and  the  bones  of  the  dead  carted  away  from  the  charnel-house,  when 
the  refuse  of  moj-tality  amounted  to  no  less  than  a  thousand  cai-t-loada. 
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Knigldeii  Guild. — TMs  adjomed  the  Priory  of  tlie  Holy  Trinity, 
and  was  of  somewhat  uncominon  origin.  It  would  appear  from  a 
certain  ancient  chronicle  that,  in  the  reign  of  King  Edgar,  thirteen 
knights,  well  beloved  of  king  and  realm,  requested  in  return  for  ser- 
vices they  had  rendered,  a  grant  of  a  piece  of  land  lying  waste  to  the 
east  of  the  city,  and  the  liberty  to  found  thereon  a  guild.  The  king, 
we  are  told,  granted  the  request,  upon  these  conditions,  to  wit,  "  That 
each  of  them  should  victoriously  accomplish  three  combats ;  one 
above  ground,  one  under  ground,  and  the  third  in  the  water.  After 
this,  on  a  certain  day  in  East  Smithfield,  they  should  run  with  spears 
against  all  comers  ;  all  which  was  gloriously  performed."  And  the 
same  day  the  king  granted  them  the  land  they  prayed  for,  and  named 
their  intended  fraternity  "  The  Knighten  Guild."  The  names  of 
these  valiant  knights  are  not  given.  The  glorious  achievements  of 
these  Quixotic  conditions  should  have  handed  their  names  down  to  be 
chronicled  in  the  book  of  eternal  fame.  They  received  a  confirmation 
of  their  grant  and  privileges  in  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Confessor 
and  by  special  charter  of  William  Rufus,  and  again  by  charter 
of  Henry  I.  This  guild,  during  the  year  1115,  merged  into  the 
Priory  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  the  brethren  of  it  becoming  favourite  and 
influential  monks  of  the  latter  establishment.  This  amalgamation 
received,  by  special  deed,  the  confirmation  of  Henry  I.  These 
writings  were  registered  in  the  book  of  remembrances  kept  at 
Guildhall,  and  are  still  to  be  traced  there. 

The  Rolls. — So  called  from  its  being  the  repository  of  the  EoUs 
or  records  of  the  Court  of  Chancery.  It  was  anciently  a  Domus 
Conrersorum,  an  establishment  for  the  reception  and  support  of  con- 
verted Jews,  and  was  with  that  object  founded  by  Henry  III., 
about  the  year  1233,  who  built  a  fair  chapel  adjoining  the  hermitage 
for  their  special  use.  This  foundation  was  numerously  frequented, 
and  received  the  countenance  and  support  of  Edward  II.  It  was 
governed  and  regulated  by  certain  appointed  monks  of  the  Carthusian 
order.  They  were  very  poor,  and  styled  themselves  Ccelicolce  Christi, 
or  Christ's  heavenly  inhabitants.  This  house  was  dissolved  in  the 
year  1377. 
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NOTES 


NOTE  I. 

ZifC  V:omx  of  i^ontsicf)ct. 

The  castle  so  called  stood  to  the  west  of  tlie  one  so  Tvell  knowTi  as 
Bajnard's.  It  was  founded  by  Gilbert  de  Montsicliet,  a  native  of 
Ronen,  wbo  was  related  to  tlie  Conqueror.  An  old  author*  asserts  that 
the  Tower  of  London  was  erected  at  the  eastern  end  of  old  London 
Wall,  and  those  of  Bavnard  and  Montsichet  at  the  west,  for  the  pur- 
poses of  defence  to  the  city,  and  at  points  the  most  exposed  to  sudden 
attacks  from  the  land  at  low  water.  A  descendant  of  the  above 
named  Norman  noble  was  expelled  the  kingdom  by  King  John  in 
1213,  who  thereupon  pulled  down  the  castle,  the  site  and  ruins 
whereof  were  subsequently  given  to  the  Black  Friars,  as  we  have 
previously  stated. 


NOTE  IL 
(Srtfcr  m  Council  cf  1;tib}artr  E. 

From  a  well  known  authorityf  we  extract  the  following  order  : — 
"  "Whereas  we  have  granted  you,  for  aid  of  work  of  the  walls  of 
our  city,  and  the  closure  of  the  same,  divers  customs  of  vendible 
things  coming  to  the  said  city,  to  be  taken  for  a  certain  time  ;  We 
command  you,  that  you  cause  to  be  finished  the  Wall  of  the  said 
City,  now  begun  near  the  Mansion  of  the  Friars  Preachers,  and  a 
certain  good  and  ccmely  Tower  at  the  head  of  the  said  Wall,  within 
the  water  of  the  Thames  there,  wherein  we  may  be  received  and 
tarry  with  honour,  to  cur  ease  and  satisfaction  of  otit  comings  there, 
out  of  the  Pence  taken  and  to  be  taken  of  the  said  Customs,  &c. 
"Witness  myself,  at  Westminster,  the  eighth  day  of  Jul}-.  An.  4." 


NOTE  IIL 
13aDRartr's  Castle. 


We  extract  the  following  particulars  of  this  famous  castle  from  a 
well  authenticated  '  Survey  :'  % — 

William   Fitz-Stephen  saith  that  "  in  the  west  parts  of  the  city 

•  Fitz-Stephen.  t  Cham.  Lon.,  fol.  1S3.  %  Stov  , 
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were  two  most  strong  castles ;  and  Gervasius  Tilbnry,  in  tlie  reign  of 
Henry  II.,  saith  two  castles  were  buUt  with,  walls  and  ramparts, 
whereof  one  was  in  right  of  possession  Baynard's,  the  other  of  the 
Barons  of  Mountsichet.  The  first  of  these  castles  banking  on  the 
River  Thames  was  called  Baynard's  Castle,  from  Baynard,  a  nobleman 
who  came  in  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  then  bnilt  it.  He 
died  in  the  reign  of  William  Enfus,  after  whose  decease  Geffrey  Bay- 
nard succeeded,  and  then  William  Baynard  in  the  year  1111,  who, 
by  forfeiture  for  felony,  lost  his  barony  of  Little  Dunmow,  and  King 
Henry  gave  it  whoUy  to  Robert  Fitz -Richards,  the  son  of  Gilbert,  Earl 
of  Clare,  and  to  his  heirs,  together  with  the  honour  of  Baynard's 
Castle.  This  Robert  married  Maude,  Lady  of  Bradham,  and,  dying 
in  the  year  1134,  was  buried  at  St.  Need's  by  Richard,  Earl  of  Clare. 
Walter,  his  son,  succeeded  him,  and  married  Matilda  de  Beeham  ; 
after  whose  decease  he  married  Matilda,  the  daughter  and  co-heir  of 
Richard  de  Lacy,  on  whom  he  begat  Robert  and  others.  He  died  in 
the  year  1198,  and  was  buried  at  Dunmow ;  to  him  succeeded  Robert 
Fitz-Water,  a  valiant  knight.  About  the  year  1213  there  arose  a 
great  contention  betwixt  King  John  and  his  Barons  on  account  of 
Matilda,  called  the  Fair,  a  daughter  of  the  aforesaid  Robert  Fitz- 
Water,  whom  the'king  unlawfully  loved,  but  could  not  obtain ;  where- 
upon, and  for  other  causes  of  the  like  sort,  there  ensued  a  war 
throughout  the  realm.  This  Robert  died  in  the  year  1234,  and  was 
buried  at  Dunmow,  and  Walter  his  son  succeeded  him.  This  Barony 
of  Baynard  was  in  the  ward  of  King  Henry,  during  the  nonage  of 
another  Robert  Fitz-Water,  who,  in  the  year  1289,  married  Eleanor, 
daughter  and  heir  to  the  Earl  of  Ferrers.  This  Robert  Fitz-Water 
was  appointed  '  chastilian  and  banner-bearer  of  London,'  and  the 
rights  that  belonged  to  him  as  such  were  numerous  and  remunerative. 
This  Robert  died  in  the  year  1305,  leaving  issue  Walter  Fitz-Robert, 
who  had  issue  Robert  Fitz-Water,  to  whom  the  citizens  of  London, 
in  the  year  1320,  acknowledged  the  right  which  they  owed  to  him 
and  his  heirs  for  the  Castle  Baynard.  He  died  in  the  year  1325,  and 
was  succeeded  by  Robert  Fitz-Robert  Fitz-Water,  &c."  But  how  the 
honour  of  Baynard's  Castle,  with  the  appurtenances,  fell  from  the 
possession  of  the  Fitz-Waters,  Mr.  Stow  gives  no  account.  "  In  the 
year  1428,  the  seventh  of  Heni-y  VI.,  a  great  fire  happening  at 
Baynard's  Castle,  it  was  rebuilt  by  Humphery,  Duke  of  Gloucester, 
and,  after  his  attainder  and  death  in  the  year  1446,  it  came  into  the 
hands  of  Henry  VI.,  and  from  him  to  Robert,  Duke  of  York,  who,  in 
the  year  1457,  lodged  there  in  his  ovm  house.  On  the  28th  of 
February,  in  the  year  1460,  the  Earls  of  March  and  Warwick,  with 
a  great  ntimber  of  men,  entered  the  city  of  London,  where  they  were 
joyfully  received  by  the  citizens ;  and,  upon  the  3rd  of  March,  the 
Earl  of  Warwick  mustered  his  men  in  St.  John's  Fields,  in  the 
midst  of  throngs  of  people,  whom  ordering  to  be  cast  into  a  ring 
about  him,  he  read  aloud  the  agreement  between  the  king  and  the 
late  Duke  of  York,  with  the  Act  of  Parliament  by  which  it  was  con- 
firmed. That  done,  he  told  the  people  Henry  had  notoriously  violated 
this  agreement,  and  so  forfeited,  according  to  the  Act  of  Parliament, 
his  right  to  the  crown.     Then  raising  his  voice,  he  asked  the  people 
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that  stood  round  Idm  ■svlietlier  they  •would  have  Henry  of  Lancaster 
for  king  ?  The  whole  multitude  crying  out,  No,  no — he  asked 
•whether,  according  to  that  settlement,  they  -would  have  Edward,  son 
of  the  late  Duke  of  York,  to  reign  over  them  ?  to  which  all  the 
people  answered^ -with  acclamations,  expressing  their  consent.  Upon 
this  certain  captains  were  appointed  to  carry  the  relation  of  what 
had  been  done  to  the  said  Edward,  Earl  of  March,  then  lodged  at  his 
Castle  of  Baynard,  where  a  great  council  was  called  of  all  the 
bishops,  lords,  gentlemen,  and  magistrates  in  and  about  London. 
Edward  IV.  being  dead,  leaving  his  eldest  son  Edward,  and  his 
second  son  Richard,  both  infants,  Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucester,  then 
Protector,  began  to  plot  for  the  cro^wn;  and,  as  it  were,  by  the 
election  of  the  Commons  in  the  Guildhall  of  London,  took  upon  him 
the  title  of  king  iu  this  Baynard's  Castle.  Henry  YIL,  about  the 
year  1487,  repaired  this  house  fit  for  the  entertainment  of  any  prince. 
In  the  seventh  year  of  his  reign  he  and  his  queen  were  lodged  there. 
In  the  eighteenth  year  of  his  reign  he  was  also  lodged  there  ;  and 
the  ambassadors  from  the  King  of  the  Romans  were  brought  thither 
to  an  audience.  In  the  twentieth  year  of  his  reign,  he,  •with  the 
Knights  of  the  Garter,  rode  from  the  Tower  of  London  to  the 
Cathedral  Church  of  St.  Paid,  and  there  heard  Even  Song;  and 
from  thence  rode  to  Baynard's  Castle,  where  the  king  lodged.  The 
same  year  the  King  of  Castile  was  lodged  there." 


NOTE    lY. 

^fcoarlr  EE.'s  CijarUr  to  x^c  Blacfi  Jpriars. 

"  Edward  the  son  of  King  Edward,  &c.  To  all,  &c.  Whereas 
Gregory  de  Rochefley,  our  Mayor  of  London,  and  the  other  Barons 
of  the  said  City,  at  our  instance,  have  commonly  and  unanimously 
granted  to  the  Venerable  Father  Robert,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
and  his  assigns,  two  Lanes,  contiguous  to  his  Place  of  Castle  Bay- 
nard and  the  Tower  of  Mountfichet,  to  be  stopped  up  for  the  enlarg- 
ing of  the  foresaid  Place,  and  to  enclose  them ;  while  yet  he  shall 
assign  a  like  Way  to  them,  and  as  convenient  for  the  Commonalty 
of  the  said  City.  And  We,  understanding  from  the  foresaid  Mayor 
and  Barons  of  the  said  City,  that  the  said  Archbishop  hath  already 
prepared  a  better  way,  and  more  convenient  for  the  said  Commonalty, 
than  the  foresaid  Lanes  were ;  We  to  the  said  Archbishop  and  his 
assigns,  for  Us  and  our  Heirs,  as  much  as  in  Us  is,  do  grant,  ratify 
and  confirm  the  foresaid  Grant,  So  that  our  said  Barons  of  London, 
by  occasion  of  their  foresaid  Grant,  nor  the  Archbishop,  nor  his 
assigns,  on  account  of  the  said  changing  of  the  ways,  be  accused 
or  molested  for  time  to  come  before  our  Justices  Itinerants  at 
the  Tower  of  London,  upon  cause  of  Purpresture  made  of  the 
foresaid  Lanes.  In  testimony  whereof,  &c..  Witness  Myself  at 
Westminster  the  tenth  day  of  June,  in  the  fourth  year  of  our  Reign." 
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NOTE    Y. 
patent  of  tf)e  16t^  lEotoartr  M. 

"  Rex  onniibus  ad  quos,  &c.  Sal.  Sciatis  qnod  assignavimns 
dilectos  clericos  nostros  E;obertum  'de  Hoten,  &  Thomas  de 
Sibthorp  ad  scrutand.  arraiand.  &  recto  ordine  ponend.  Chartas 
nostras  de  Pontefracto,  Tutbnry  &  Tonnebrug  {i.e.,  Tunbridge) 
existentes  ;  necnon  illas  quae  de  novo  venerunt,  &  sunt  in 
Custodia  Custodis  Turris  n'rse  London,  &  etiam  oia  ilia  (Scripta) 
quae  sunt  in  Domo  Frum'  Prsedicatorum  infra  Civitat.  London. 
In   cujiis  Testimonium  Rex  apud  Aldewerek  XXIY  Julii. 

"  Eb  mandatum  est  Custodibus  &  Constabulariis  Castrorum 
Prsedicator.  ac  Priori  Ordinis  Frum'  Praedicator,  London,  quod 
ipsos  Robertum  &  Thomam  Castra  Turrim  &  domuni  doctor' 
Frtim'   ex  causa  prgedict.   ingredi  pemiittant." 


NOTE    YI. 
33rilfttoeU  palace. 


Tbis  Palace  was  so  called  from  its  being  built  in  propinquity  to  an 
ancient  well  called  "  St.  Bride's  well."  From  a  history  of  London* 
before  us  we  take  the  following  extracts  : — "  Bridewell,  situate  on  the 
North  Bank  of  the  River  Thames,  near  the  East  extremity  of  Fleet 
Street,  was  in  old  time  a  Royal  Palace ;  for  the  Kings  of  this  Realm 
have  been  lodged  and  their  Courts  of  Law  have  been  there  Kept,  of 
old  time.  And  till  the  9th  of  Henry  III.  the  Courts  were  kept  in 
the  King's  House,  wheresoever  he  lodged,  as  may  appear  by  Antient 
Records.  King  Henry  YIII.  built  there  a  stately  and  beautiful 
House,  new  for  the  reception  of  the  Emperor  Charles  Y.,  who  in  the 
year  1522  was  lodged  himself  at  Blackfriars,  but  his  Nobles  in  this 
new-built  Bridewell,  a  Gallery  being  made  over  the  Water,  and 
through  the  Wall  of  the  City  into  the  Emperor's  Lodging  at  Black- 
friars. King  Henry  himself  oftentimes  lodged  there  also,  as  namely, 
in  the  year  1525,  a  Parliament  being  then  held  in  Blackfriars,  he 
created  States  of  Nobihty  there.  In  the  year  1528  Cardinal  Cam- 
peius  was  brought  before  the  King's  Presence,  being  then  at  Bride- 
well, whither  he  had  called  aU  his  Nobility,  Judges  and  Counsellors, 
&c.  And  there  the  8th  of  November,  in  his  Great  Chamber,  he 
made  to  them  an  Oration  touching  his  marriage  with  Queen 
Katharine.  In  the  year  1529  the  same  King  Henry  and  Queen 
Katharine  were  lodged  there,  whilst  the  Question  of  their  Marriage 
was  argued  in  Blackfriars,  &c."  After  Henry's  marriage  with  Anne 
Boleyn,  it  was  suffered  to  faU  into  decay.  Edward  YI.  gave  it  as  a 
refuge  for  the  poor.  It  afterwards  became  a  prison,  and  has  lately 
been  pulled  down. 

♦  Maitland's. 
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KOTE   YII. 
W)t  ©amtra  Stanar. 

Diana's  Chamber  was  a  spacious  building  erected  by  Henry  II. 
near  Paul's  Wbarf  Hill,  a^d  close  beside  Baynard's  Castle ;  and  of  its 
use  and  construction  we  record  the  following  passage  : — "  In  this 
Camera,  or  arched  or  vaulted  structure,  fall  of  intricate  ways  and 
windings,  this  Henry  II.  (as  some  time  he  did  at  Woodstock)  kept 
that  jewel  of  his  heart  fair  Rosamond  ;  she  whom  he  there  called  by 
the  name  of  Mosimundi  and  here  by  the  name  of  Diana,  and  from 
hence  had  this  house  that  title.  For  a  long  time  there  remained  some 
evident  testifications  of  tedious  turnings  and  windings,  as  also  of  a 
passage  under  ground  from  this  house  to  Castle  Barnard ;  which  was 
no  doubt  the  king's  way  from  thence  to  his  Camera  Diance  or  the 
chamber  of  his  bricrhtest  Diana."  * 


NOTE    YIII. 
Raul's  m^lk. 

The  following  is  an  account  of  the  walk  within  the  desecrated  nave 
of  our  antient  Cathedral: — "Paul's  Walk  is  the  land's  epitome.  It 
is  a  heap  of  stones  and  men  with  a  vast  confusion  of  languages,  and, 
were  the  steeple  not  sanctified,  very  Kke  Babel.  The  noise  in  it  is 
like  that  of  bees — a  strange  humming  or  buzzy  mist  of  walking 
tongues  and  feet ;  it  is  a  kind  of  still  roar  or  loud  whisper.  It  is 
the  great  exchange  of  aU  discourse,  and  no  business  whatsoever  but 
is  here  stirring  and  afoot.  It  is  the  synod  of  aU  pates,  politick, 
jointed,  closed,  and  laid  together  in  most  serious  posture,  and  they 
are  not  half  so  busy  at  the  parliament.  It  is  the  antick  of  tails  to 
tails  and  backs  to  backs,  and  for  wizards  you  need  go  no  further  than 
faces.  It  is  the  market  of  young  lecturers  whom  you  may  cheapen 
here  at  all  rates  and  sizes.  It  is  the  general  mint  of  all  famous  lies, 
which  are  here,  like  the  legends  of  Popery,  first  coined  and  stamped  in 
the  church.  The  best  sign  of  a  temple  in  it  is  that  it  is  the  thieves' 
sanctuary.  *  *  ♦  Xhe  principal  inhabitants  are  state  knights 
and  captains  out  of  service,  men  of  long  rapiers  and  breeches  which 
after  all  turn  merchants  here  and  trafiic  for  news."  f 


*  ilaitland's  Lond.  vol.  ii.  p.  8S0. 

t  '  Microcosmograpliia,'  by  Bishop  Earl. 
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